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The other Clciy we threw a celebration for our Mer^^ 
powerful and compassionate colleague and friend, Michael 
iiroll. We were celebrating the fact that he's moving on to 
the best phase of life, the phase where self-indulging is 
accepted and enjoying life can be put high atop our list 
of priorities. We went to a semi-fancy Italian restaurant, 
had drinks, and ate the night away. There were only about 
%eMen people there and it was a really nice and intimate 
gathering. However, while people were sharing ideas and 
love across the table in eyier^ direction, 1 sort of sat back 
revering the man who's been my mentor, my guardian angel, 
my positive male role model and wondered why he is such 
a powerful presence in my life. So powerful that 1 even call 
him Pops. 

But this is not about just him, I'm just using him ^% 
^n example to talk about a more general idea. For after 
wondering how it came to be that he plays such a significant 
role in my life, 1 wondered about our elders in general. 
Whether it's your grandparents or ^n old homeless veteran 
you've befriended after seeing him on your way to work 
day in and day out, these people ^te often the ones we 
should be listening to most and yet these wte the ones who 
we try so hard to avoid, it's almost ^% if we don't believe 
they understand how it is to live 9k% a youngster in this day 
in age, which is true, but that's not to %9^ they don't know 
"^9^ more than ive do. 

in my e^e%, our elders ^te elders for a re^%on, "I didn't 
live this long because I'm foolish." You'll often hear older 
people %9^ that ^% a defense mechanism, but in all actuality 
if you break down what's being said, it's the honest truth. 
People who've lived a long life have done so for a te^%on. 
They've experienced much more than we've experienced and 
in their experiences they've come out with lessons on the 
other side. They have lived more life than ive have, they've 
%een more, heard more, and even felt more than we have 
at this point of our lives. So, when 1 look at someone like 
Michael iiroll, ^n automatic feeling of admiration springs 
to the surface because i know that each word he tells me 
is valuable, that each sentence he breathes teaches me 
something, i know this because i wonder where exactly he's 
been, what he had to endure to get to a place where he can 
finally %9y, "Eff the world," without suffering repercussions 
that i would suffer with the same attitude. He's earned 
his stripes and because of that i listen to him when he 
speaks. 

it hurts to see so many of us disrespecting our elders 
by not listening to the stories of where they've been or 
how they've come to believe in what they believe in. Yes, 
sometimes it can get boring hearing elders speak about 
times we weren't even born to be a part of. But that's 
exactly the problem with our generation now. }Ne'te the 
type that has to witness and experience it for ourselves 
when our elders told u% how it was all along. 

"We can't possibly have ^n idea of where we're going, 
without knowing where we've been." That's why when i 
speak to Mike, or 9kn^ other person experienced person i 
respect, i pay ^n attentive e^t. Sometimes, like when Mike 
is talking politics, i don't even understand what he's saying, 
but i listen ^n^vt9^% because i know the Met^ statements 
he's making ivill shoiv themselves again in another wten^, 
i know that with such wisdom comes almost prophesized 
predictions without actually predicting. There wte things 
that Mike has told me that at first glance i didn't pay ^n^ 
mind to, but after i went on they %wte enough came true. 

Sure, the youth ^te our future, but the elders keep us 
in tune with our past. Forever reminding us that we're 
making the same mistakes that were made then and the 
only way to change those mistakes is to take heed to what 
they're saying in the first place. To pay close attention to 
our elders' warnings because again, they didn't live this 
long by being foolish. 

Nice commentary Will Roy. We appreciate the wisdom 
you put into this latest editorial note for this fabulous issue 
full of young writers hungry to be heard by us re9kAer%, 
with all good intentions of being published and of course 



playing a role in bettering one's life, if not their own. 
We wonder if ^n^ writers think just that when they ^re 
creating a piece that what they will write could change the 
mindset of a reader for the better? Oh, we're %ute many of 
you do. 

Before we get on with the usual drill - topics and 
closure, allow us to extend ^n apology to 9kn^ of you 
writers who reach out to us via snail mail with the hope 
of a personal correspondence, it is m^t^ rare on our end 
to have a special one-on-one relationship with a writer, 
given the high demand that comes ivith this ivork, and 
the so little time we have outside of editing the weekly 
and funding demands, let alone the time we have away 
from the office, in all honesty, we'd rather keep business at 
The Beat, and bring very little home ivith and find time to 
enjoy our family and friends. 

Sure^ some of the fortunate old school Beat writers 
remember the good ol' days when most of us editors in the 
office also had a host of relationships with Beat writers. 
Well those days are long gone, and we can only hope that 
when you receive a Beat publication with your piece in 
it or not, that this is satisfactory, if not, apologies. We 
truly hope you hear us. This non-profit known as The Beat 
Within, works out of love and it is in our best intentions 
that every contribution and every letter that comes our 
way receives the latest Beat as well as The Beat publication 
with your featured piece. 

The 12.39 topics discussed prior to the writing in this 
issue were "if These Walls Could Talk..." - So many young 
men and women have passed through these institutions, 
we know there are many things these walls have seen that 
we haven't. They could probably tell us many stories about 
what they've seen. So we want you to tell those stories, or 
at least one of them... if these walls could talk, what would 
they say? 

Our second topic, 'The greatest thing about you that 
nobody knows?" - Maybe it's never come up in conversation, 
or maybe you don't want to brag about it, but we bet there 
are things about you that you're proud of that nobody 
knows. Maybe it's some good deed you did for someone 
else, or the unique way you think about things, it could 
be some special skill or power you have that is hidden to 
others. Why have you kept it to yourself? is this something 
you've had since childhood, or something that's developed 
later in life? How have you been able to use this special 
hidden talent for yourself or others, and how will it help 
you (or those you care about) in the future? Tell The Beat 
the greatest thing about you that nobody knows. 

Last topic, "Shoe stories..." Everybody has shoe 

stories, from getting rid of our ol' beat up tennis shoes to 
buying a neiv pair ivhenever possible. This iveek yve ivant 
to hear one of your shoe stories. Tell us about your favorite 
shoes — or the worst pair of shoes you ever owned. Have 
you had to wear shoes you hated, or wanted shoes you 
couldn't have? We knoiv hoiv brand neiv shoes make us 
feel, and we know how we feel when our shoes are torn 
around the seams, or have holes in the soles. Think of all 
the shoes you have ever worn in your life, and tell us a 
story that stands out in your mind. We can't wait to read 
your shoe story! 

A final note, this editor yvas at Michael iiroll's dinner 
the other night and like Will Roy truly enjoyed the evening. 
This editor for a number of years has also enjoy a very 
close working relationship with Michael, and sorely misses 
his presence in the office, although we all are grateful 
that he continues to edit from home, and do workshops 
in San Francisco each Tuesday. With that said, we would 
like to inform the San Francisco youngsters that we hope 
you truly enjoy the presence of Michael iiroll each Tuesday 
night. What he can give to you as a teacher/facilitator is 
priceless, if you are open to listening to his thoughts and 
stories. 

This Beat is for you Michael! Thanks for the friendship, 
mentoring and love for this amazing job. 



mam ffff/rr/frs 



The BeStt Within, a weekly newsletter of writing am 
incarcerated youth, is published by Pacific News Service. 

At The Beat Within, we go through a lot of trouble to censor i 
sexual remarks, foul language, and gang references. There is enou 
our commuities already-we don't aim to bolster it. It is in The Bea 
promote peace and unity. Our goal is to educate one another. 



1 He Beat Wittim publisHes ttie opmions and views expressed by ttie participants 
in our workshops. This is simply the pure voice of the youth. The views you 
read do not necessarily reflect those of the publisher, editor or staff. All rights 
are reserved. Nothing from this publication can be reproduced without our writ- 



To our writers: What you write could be hazardous to you. Your words have 
consequences, and could be used to incriminate you. Try to illuminate your 
feelings and viewpoints without running the risk of providing ammunition for 
those who might use your words against you. 
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Writers: Thanks to all the participants in our workshops in the San Francis- 
co, Maricopa County Arizona, Santa Clara, San Mateo, Alameda, Bernalillio 
County New Mexico, Santa Cruz and Marin County Juvenile Halls. If you have 
any questions or comments about The Beat Within, or if you would like to 
become a subscriber, contact us at: 275 Ninth St. SFCA. 94103 or call (415) 
503-4170 or check us out at: 

www.thebeatwithin.org 
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01) Mother 



I said, "oh mother. 

I apologize for making 

You cry, having 

To wipe your tears 

From your eyes, oh I 

Apologize." 

(Verse 1) Check It 

I said, "oh mother 

Can you forgive your 

Son for all the things 

That I did when 

I was on the run. I 

Tried to lay low, but 

Every where I go I 

See the police coming 

Kicking down the door. 

Then I got on my knees and 

Prayed to the Lord to watch over me. 



-Earl 



From The Beat: Here's our second installment of writings from 
the young men and women from Central Juvenile Hall in downtown 
Los Angeles. A huge thanks to the good people of Central Juvenile 
Hall, particularly Michael Arrington, who so believes in this work, with 
the hope that one day The Beat Within will have a Southern California 
edition. Until then thank you Michael for opening the door for The 
Beat, and thank you Efty Sharony for facilitating workshops. We hope 
you all have enjoyed these first two installments from the young people 
incarcerated in Central Juvenile Hall. We are definitely looking forward 
to reading more! 



Too Yooog to Think Straight 

Pain is suppose to make the in experience wise 

While the youths experience today leads too long faces 

and red eyes 

The streets are glamorized by drugs sex& money 

But it isn't it funny to see the effects of the sweet 

Honey 

Broken hearts lost dreams. 

Unwanted babies and STD's 

Yet when you hear there 

Cries they all say 

I don't know what happened 

I couldn't think straight 

To young to see the 

Hypocricy streaming in today's 

Society. 

From hood to hood 

Todays youth only view the high life of this city. 

Sex drugs and so much 

money nobody explained 

the damage of honey 

our youth learn in the 

midst of tragedy 

"I thought you couldn't 

get pregnant standing" 

says the young teen 

mommy 

too young to realize what 

happens 

when he doesn't use a glove 

Didn't mommy ever tell you 

"No glove no love" 

You couldn't tell the difference between lust and love 

Pain is supposed to make 

The inexperienced wise 

No one youths cries 

Cries of anguish and frustration 

Of not knowing 

That most of their mistakes 

Will be made during the 

Time they are now 

- Shepard and Taylor 



My Army's Mind 



I'm ready for war. 
It's militant in my mind 

Ready for anything 

just give me some time 

Rocket launcher, 

M16's and a grenades 

The reason why I go to war 

the almighty dollar gets me paid 

Taking over countries 

enemies on the line 

You got to play catch up 

got to start from behind 

Crawl before you walk 

then try to run 

I feel well protected 

I got this Gun 

I'm taking over, sick, and just having fun 

Burning like Hamburgers with a sesame bun 

I'm in good mood and I thank God for that 

I love being stylish 

this moments like a Kodak 

Walter Pay ton jersey nickname it "throw back" 

I got mad flows so I will end with that. 



-Ira 



J-L 



It Will Be God Doiny The Ruliny \ 

As I look up in the sky, I wonder is there a God up 

there 

but it's kind of ironic to think like that 

because I wonder who answers my prayers 

if you travel through my mind 

you might go blind 

I'm just a clueless infant 

waiting on time 

at 17 years old 

this light just started to shine 

so should I be accounted 

for all of my crimes 

so don't judge me on what I did 

judge me on what I'm doing 

because if I die for trying to help society grow. 

- Taylor 



That Day 

That day I wondered why my mama had to cry. 

Because the things I do hurt her inside. 
But I thought it was because my brother's dead 
but really it was the pain I caused in her heart. 
So my mother I said sorry for what I did that day 

now everyday I go to pray. 

Can you to forgive me for I can see a better day 

love you mama 

every day. 



^ 



-Earl 
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Jealousy 



It kills me 

when you 

say you don't care about me 

But when you bring a friend around 

it seems to me 

that you smell a little bit 

Of jealousy 

And maybe a little bit 

Of animosity 

Why can't you keep it 

Real it won't 

Faze me 

You got to understand 

That you was a game to 

Me 

Reality hit me when 

You couldn't take the 

Responsibility 

I'm a more of a women 

Then you will 

Ever be a man 

In a reality. 



^ 



-Monic 



The real eKCf'temeftt comes wheM 
everif fam/'/tf member and friends, 
homehotfs and honteglrls share In 
that one special time singing that 
special song that we all seem to 
love, no matter what age tfon are, 
the "tiappif BIrthdaif" song. 



You Try To Play Me 

That's how you truly feel you couldn't even keep it real 

I was there for you 

loved and cared for you 

I had your back no matter what you did, 

you thought you would get away with it, 

in my mind I never thought I would ever deal with it. 

Reality hit me 

I had to realize that happily ever after only happens in a 

fantasy 

more like a movie 

it's crazy how you tried to play me. 

What the sad thing about it is 

was with my enemy you thought I didn't hear about it. 

But little did you know I already knew 

about it tryin' to understand how I can't love you by day 

and hate you by night 

letting you go with out a fight did amaze me. 

But I had to realize that cheating on me only made me 

see reality. 

Love is blind, 

it's crazy how it took over my mind 

but now it's crazy because the games you are playin' 

doesn't even faze me. 

-Monic 
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His Wasi't love 



The love I had for him. I thought would be forever. The 
love he had for me, I thought it would be forever too I was 
his boo, and people said the relationship we had was like 
Bonnie and Clyde. 

It is a trip 'cause it was suppose to be forever and 
ever. To me it was to stay together. 

I loved him and he loved me and it crazy 'cause we 
were suppose to build a family. But I realize he did not 
want that, all he want to do was to hit it and quit and 
when his shhh got hard again, he would come back for 
more waiting at my front door. 

When we made loved he would say, "I love you" and 
in my mind I thought what he said was true. But it was 
it was just a figure of speech. It is crazy cause I didn't 
realize that until the relationship was over. 

See when we were together I would do anything for 
this ninja! I'd take a bullet, ride for his hood, take care of 
his baby that didn't even come out of my body, but what 
can you say, that is what some people call love. 

-Paige 



I Love Yuu 




From the first day I met you I loved you. 

Today is one of those special days when we as a family 
sit down to the dinner table to celebrate a special person's 
birthday. This is a day when everyone calls you and even 
comes over to the house to celebrate that special day with 
you. 

You seem to get all the smiles and people constantly tell 
you how proud they are of you and your accomplishments. 
But what really makes this day special is, all the love you 
receive from everyone. 

People wake up just to tell you how much they really 
love you. It seems like all your sisters and brothers, 
uncles and aunts, grandmothers and grandfather and 
especially your mom and dad call you. 

The real excitement comes when every family member 
and friends, homeboys and homegirls share in that one 
special time singing that special song that we all seem to 
love, no matter what age you are, the "Happy Birthday" 
song. 

At this moment, no matter how your day has been, 
you seem to forget everything and it really seeps down in 
your heart that who I am really loved you. Yes I am really 
special. 

I wrote this in dedication to my big nephew Claude we 
call him Flittly who is twenty-six years young today. 

Everyone needs to know that they are really loved 
and someone special in there life is very proud of them. 
Always continue to carry the touch and never allow the 
light to go out. 

I love you, your aunt... 

-Carmen 



Everyday 



Ever day I wonder why do people live just to die 

gangbang is all they do 

when someone died they really love. 

They going to see that person's spirit. 

In the sky when they dead and gone you see that their 

life was really important in your life. That's why you 

pray everyday and fight for another day. 

-Earl 
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They Got 



They got me locked away on my knees I pray. 

That they don't sentence me to CYA. 

They got me locked away, on my knees I pray Lord that 1 

see another day. 

That I can see this girl that I thought I want to spend the 

rest of my life with 

Was it a mistake for trying to change 

some one who don't want to be changed. 



Hope the best for youl 



-Earl 



That liirl 



It was that one girl who caught my eyes 

she brought me joy by surprise. 

And tears came to my eyes. 

I said "oh my, I finally found her she is one of a kind." 

The Lord good gracias gave her to me from the sky. 

As I said Dear Lord is she really mine? 

The Lord said, "Yes, take it an run because this girl she 

is the one." 

Her name is Kana 

my number one star. 

-Earl 
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When You Can Speak 



X 



I tell you about my life as if I lived it twice you try to 
comfort me but I tell you it's not your turn to speak. 

I tell you I'm not ready to leave this world. 

You tell me to be strong for all the little boys and 
girls. 

I break down and hurl and you ask, "why are you 
weeping?" 

I say, "you just don't understand why are you 
speaking?" 

You sound so confuse. 

As I hang up the phone you run out the door and 
headed for my home. 

You made it too late. I committed suicide and now it's 
a frown upon your face. 

And now that I'm in my grave fast asleep this is the 
right time so that you can speak. 

-T 



Viden Inside 



If I had a camcorder in my head it would see beautiful 
women. In the future I am going to get a cool car. 

They found a placement they are waiting for a bed to 
open up. I don't want to go there. 

-Farr 



Love Josos 



I love Jesus. 

I love Jesus. 

Even though I gangbang 

But the Lord run through 

My veins 

I love Jesus. 

I love Jesus. 

Even though I'm locked 

Away Lord, but I still 

Get on my knees every 

Night. I pray that I'll be 

Saved by the Lord. 

Each an every day I 

Look to the sky wondering 

If the Lord hears my 

Voice up high 
Lord please hear me 



-Earl 



MOW that i'm /M mif grave fast asleep 
this is the right time so that ifOM 
can s/peal(. now that I'm in mif grave 
fast asleep this is the right time 
so that ifOM can speaks 



I praif that ril he 

Saved hif the lord 

Each an e verif da if I 

Look to the sKif wondering 

If the Lord hears mi/ 

Voice 14 p high 

Each Day \ 



Each day I live 
Wonderin' if I'm goin to be free 

and get to the street 

to see my kids and my family 

I got a little boy and a little girl 

if I lose one of them it will feel like I got nothing to live 

for, 
but the Lord is going to tell me I got some thing to live 

for, 
like to see another day in this world. 

-Earl 
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Cry Baby 



I said cry baby 

Let it all out 

it goin' to be all right 

cry baby 

Cry baby let it all out 

It all right to cry, I'm 

Goin to be by your side 

To wipe the tears from 

Your eyes every night 

And day you see, don't 

You know I love you dearly 

Girl. 



-Earl 
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Words Inspired by The Rose that Grew 
frofl) Coflorete 

The following pieces of writing were inspired by the 
poetry of Mr. Tupac Shakur, who in some cases, provided 
the opening lines of the poem. The writing developed in 
U5 and U6 in the San Francisco Juvenile Justice Center, 
during my drama class. 

Special Thanks: Dana Warden 

-Megan Mercurio, Teacher 



From The Beat: We are thrilled to welcome back Megan Mercurio's 
students up at the Sskn Francisco Juvenile Justice Center, known 
in these pages ^% ^^PIGC.. It was a pleasant surprise to hear from 
Megan. We are glad she was thinking of u% after her latest project with 
the young writers , who deliver pieces for u% to read inspired by Tiipac 
Shakur, who by the way inspired The Beat Within publication way back 
in1996. 



on Pac'sdeath. 



Ufltitled 



Being on the block 

Is all I know 

Money, sex and drugs 

And the beef I provoke 

Why my life is what I take a joke 

Living in hell so I ask Lord please 

Change my soul 'cause the gun I hold 

Is a life or death situation 

Only my protection to live in or rest in 

Not receiving my blessing 'cause it's hard to be a 

changed man 

-J. Pitt 



You Ain't Nobody 




Against an attacker I will boldly take my stand because 

my heart will show fear for no man. 

I will fight my battle with no weapon 

But with my hand 

I'm going to stand up like the woman I am 

Hard like a brick wall I will take my steps and stand tall 

You could push me but I would not fall 

Fast like a bullet hitting hard on your skull 

Stuck in a cave your cries are all I could recall 

I pounced on your body and all I could see was your soul 

What of a love unspoken 

Is it weaker without a name 

Does this love deserve to exist without a title or fame 

Are you taking my feelings and love as a game 

There were two people with one wish 

To live a life filled with love but now 

I know you took advantage of me 

Do you really love me or is that what you are saying 

But you know that I ain't got time to be playin' 

You broke my heart and my blood is draining 

The clock is ticking you are out of time 

I'm leaving you and I ain't giving you a dime 

'Cause I'm always one of a kind 

So I'm walking out of your life 

-Lucero 



_ 



Deep ifl the Game 



Just chillin' on the block kicking it back 

The cops are never giving us slack 

Always keeping it moving on the streets 

But knowing that there's beef 

The deeper you are in it, the more funk there is 

'Cause all the little punks want to get in it because their 

big homie is the target 

I'm on the streets trying to get it 

Wasn't trying to be a teen 

But knowing deep inside that I was 

Too busy trying to get that green 

One day, slipped up and got wrap 

Now I'm here trying to make a rap 

I got myself too deep, too deep that I can't get out 

But I know that I'm going to be back on the streets some 

day 
After spending time away 

-Vincent 



RefliiflisceoGe 



To me your name is poetry 

I barely know you and already 

Do you tiie way you wear your eye 

The shape of your hip 

I never thought we were going to kiss 

Into the end I reminisce on the way you used to be 

A person that I can't trust 

A person that truly loves me 

A person that haunts me 

Like when you get shot by a gun and it burns 

A person I would love to spend my life with 

I never thought you would get on your knee to beg me 

please 

For the life of my soul 

I really don't think so 

Reminisce 

- Tashelle 




I'm Bad! 



Pay attention you might 

Learn a few things 

Diamond studded that's how I like my rings 

In my grill, you going to see a lot on my chain 

This is how the baddest female does her thang 

Comin' through with the Lexo and the candy paint on 

duce fours 
Witching lines, bras stopping trying to get our names 

-Cuddie 
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Locked Up 



As I sit in my room day and night 

All I do is think of me holding you tight 

I know I said I won't leave your side 

But I messed around and did a crime 

Now I'm here doing time 

Away from you, missing you 

Wishing I wouldn't have acted the fool 

But now is too late to look on the past 

But I promise you baby when I get out I'll show you a 

blast 

But in the mean time keep in touch 

Stay faithful, be real, but please don't judge 

You probably thinking that this is lame 

But I ain't trippin' cause I got no shame in my game 

I told you before and I'll tell you again 

It's me and you till the end 

So wait for me my lil' queen 

I'll be out sooner than later since I'm eighteen 

-Big Oso 



Love 



I think you're pretty 
I think you're beautiful 

At hard times the 
Love in unconditional 

But love is a blindfold 

I know you see 

Can you put a little 

Love in me 

I could be the sports man 

You can be the referee 

You can blow the whistle and 

I get the penalty 

But if I'm wrong then 

Give me a time out 

And we can play one on one 

With the lights out 



-Chunky 
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Free Reaks 



Free Reaks he's deep in the game and one of the best 

Drug dealing that's what he got for 

But he was not big though 

12 zip that was not his 

But he's not sayin' shhh to the cops about it 

Now he's doing seventy-five years for it 

Something that was not his and did not do 

On his way to the Feds where the beds are hard and now 

they know who you are 

Looking at a life sentence but still don't have a question 

He lost all his love and pride 

Now he just wants to die 

Still have to do sixty-five years 

He got one to the chest 

-Vincent 
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Jailhouse 



Please wake me when I'm free 

I cannot bear captivity 

Please help me to break handcuffs 

And destroy such heartfelt misery 

Please help me to escape 

Because I long to break away 

Tear the chains that keep me here 

Along with all the hate 

And help me dream again 

Imagination is my only friend 

In a place so desolate 

It even fiatters death 

I'm suffering unbearably 

When I used to live so merrily 

And now that world is sadly lost 

Thrown to the abyss so carelessly 

Please wake me when I'm home once more 

No hopelessness and locked doors 

Where I am once again myself 
And routine's not all that's in store 

Lemmings 



My Life 



Life is life my life is broke 

Sometimes I take life for a joke 

I walk he streets thinking I am the Pope 

Thinking I'm running shit knowing I can get smoked 

Life is too precious for me not to love 

But mines get stepped on often like a rug 

They way I dress people think I'm a thug 

But I'm just a young man looking for a hug 

Not material things 

Lets not talk of money 

Let us forget the world 

Life is not always about sex drugs and girls 

Let's take it back to Martin Luther King 

Telling blacks and whites he had a dream 

And love, it don't cost a thing 

I wasn't born innocent but I was born a king 

Not, homeless looking for crack like a fiend 

I'm black and I'm proud 

I can be calm but I'm wild 

I roam the streets grippin' that caliber 

It's not about the block or a color 

Let's all get along like brothers 

-Young Nut 
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Untitled 

My situation puts my soul on ice 
So much shit on my mind I can't sleep at night 

So many homies that I've lost in the past 
Thinkin' about my bra, shatters my heart like glass 

Life is short, don't go too fast 
Try pumpin' the brakes, take ya foot off the gas 

Most guys so say fuck life, throw their shit in the trash 
Steering out of control, just waitin' to crash 

Murders at an all time high 
Just want to get away, grow wings and fly 

-Young Eweb 

MM' TT 
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Although I'm behind four walls 

My thoughts still fly free 

Even though I'm wearing the next mans drawls 

My body and mind are still clean 

The food that we get 

Tastes nasty and sour 

Now I really regret 

The old things I devoured 

I wish that one day 

They will cut me loose 

Without getting played 

And without these juvi shoes 

Every time I go to sleep 

I be freezing all night long 

I was going to ask for another blanket 

But my roommate took the last one 

After I eat in my room 

I try to rest 

But I hear a funny sound 

And I know not to take another breath 

Overall 

I dislike juvenile hall 

I wish I could leave 

Out these nasty four walls 

I'm that good at writing poems 

But I tried my best 

I wish I didn't have to read my poem 

'Cause I don't think it's my best 

-Cito 



The Cycle 



Why must we flght each other 

Over money, greed and especially color 

Willing to destroy our human race 

Not caring about precious lives being taken away 

As we think about the future 

Forgetting that many lives have left the earth 

Feeling good that some have died 

But why 

Because they're not in your way any more 

Or is it that you can't be jealous 

Of someone who's dead 

Do you think hard some times 

About how the world is affected 

Do you care about lives being ejected 

Mothers and sisters crying 

Fathers and brothers flghting 

Some committing suicide 

So why don't we flght to stop 

These unhappy endings 

One question 
Why do you make it okay 
God bless all who have left 



-Halo 



Real Life SHhh 



Against an attacker I will boldly take my stand 

Because my heart will show fear for no man in this 

juvenile 

I can't stand handcuffs to my hands in my room 

I just sit back and pray, hopin' when I go to court they 

let me out someday 

I can't stand being in here 

I just wanna run, go to my block with my thugs and have 

fun 

But clearly I can see that ain't gonna happen 

So when I get out I'm gonna be ready to start clappin' 

Just be on the block, get in the studio and start rappin' 

It ain't my fault all my enemies are marked absent 
All I can say is they should have never been in the way 

When me and my thug Jr was grippin' the k 

But the only thing we don't know is that the rollers were 

gonna be on their way 

So now I'm locked up in juvenile hall every single day 

But the life I live you might not see tomorrow 

So that's why you stay with the banger 

Just be ready for whatever 

- Young Ice 
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Did You Know? 



• Over 7 million children have a parent under the supervision 
of the criminal justice system, which means they have a 
parent who is in prison or jail, on probation, or on parole. 
That's one in ten of the nation's children. 

• We estimate that more than 88,000 youth under age 25 
in San Francisco, Alameda, and Contra Costa counties 
have a parent under the supervision of the criminal justice 
system. 

• Incarceration disproportionately impacts people of color 
and poor people. More than 60 percent of the people in 
prison are racial and ethnic minorities. 

This story - by Sarita "RiRi" Wilson - is the last of a ten-part 
series from Bay Area youth sharing firsthand what it's like 
to have a parent in prison or jail. These young authors all 
participate in a program called Project WHAT! - We're Here 
And Talking. If you're a Beat reader who has had a parent 
incarcerated, we hope the stories inspire you. If you've 
never had a parent incarcerated, we hope the stories give 
you insight into these young people's lives. Project WHAT! 
thanks The Beat for helping us spread the word about the 
impact of parental incarceration on youth. 



From The Beat: Hard to believe the Project WHAT ! run of terrific 
stories is coming to close in this issue. We so enjoyed each and 
every piece that our good friend Anna Wong has shared with us. We 
are already looking forward to the near future when our two projects 
can come together and share our meaningful and important work. Until 
then, we hope you readers will reach out to Anna and Project WHAT! 
if you have a story that needs to be told, or are looking for a part time 
after school job. 



I am proud to be the Program Director of Project WHAT!, 
a program of Community Works, a nonprofit based in 
Berkeley, California. In my position, I have the opportunity 
to work closely with the talented group of teenagers and 
young adults who make up our team. 

For more information, and to access our resource guide 
for teens with a parent in prison or jail, go online to: www. 
community-works-ca.org/programs/projectwhat.html or 
call (510) 486-2340. If you're a young person, we can mail 
you a free copy of the guide. If you're interested in working 
with Project WHAT!, we'd love to hear from you. It is a part- 
time, paid job. In order to work with us, you must have 
had a parent locked up and be willing to write and speak 
publicly about it, and you have to be between the ages of 
15-25 years old. We hire every spring so keep your eye out 
for our applications in March or April 2008. Peace. 

-Anna Wong 
Program and Policy Director, Project WHAT! 
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I'm Not Feelino It 



On September 29, 2003, my life changed forever. This is 
the day my mother went to prison. Not only did I lose my 
mother, but I lost one of my best friends. My mom and I did 
everything together. We'd been going to Starbucks together 
every morning since I was eight. First cocoa for me, then 
Frappucino as I got older. We went shopping together, went 
out to eat together, and went to the movies together. How 
many teenagers would you catch at the movies with their 
mother? Not many, but me and my mama always did. 

My mom had fought her case outside and so when she 
was sentenced she was forced to turn herself in on that day. 
The night before she left, my mom wanted to play a family 
Scrabble game but I was mad so I acted out and went to my 
friend's house. When I came back she tried to tell me I was 
in trouble but I just walked away and went to bed. I wasn't 
feeling it. The next day I just woke up and went to school 
like it was a regular day and nothing was wrong. When I 
came back I asked my step dad where she was and he said, 
"You know where she at." My best friend was gone. 

So there I was living with my step dad who, at the time 
I thought was a great guy. That is until Thanksgiving that 
year, when I woke up in the middle of the night to find him 
feeling on me. At that point I had few choices of where I 
was going to stay, because I was hardheaded, and no one 
wanted a hardheaded teenager to raise. I bounced around to 
different family members, basically taking care of myself. 

The March after my mom left, I fell 42 feet from my 



school bleachers, broke my whole left leg, sprained my 
wrist and had to have surgery on my ankle. There was 
no way I could take care of myself, so I had only one other 
option and that was to go stay with my cousin in Hayward. 
Hayward is quiet and boring with no one to hang out with. 
I wasn't feeling that shit — I'm from the town! 

Staying with my cousin was hell from the beginning. 
I was in a wheel chair and using a walker and still forced 
to do household chores even though I couldn't even walk. 
And on top of that, she stopped me from going to my junior 
prom and other school events. After my cast came off it 
just got worse. I felt like jumping off a bridge. Not only was 
my mom gone but I was in Hayward with no privileges and 
all my friends were in Oakland. I hated it there. So I told 
her that if I continued to stay with her I would kill myself. 
So she called the police and told them what I said. They 
came and got me and took me to Herrick Mental Hospital, 
where I stayed for five days, not feeling it, until I was moved 
to Fred Finch Youth Center, not feeling it, as an assessment 
while they found me someplace to go. 

From there I was placed at a group home. That first 
group home wasn't so bad. They took us Whitewater 
rafting and everything. But as school started it got harder 
and harder, me being used to being spoiled and having new 
clothes every year. Having to go back as a senior in the 
same clothes as the year before (definitely not feeling it) 
was horrible. Not to mention it ruined my rep. Everyone 
knew me as the big girl who could dress her ass off and 
was always fitted. I went from being the one girls wanted 
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"continued from previous page 

fashion tips from to the butt of everybody's jokes. 

So I talked to this girl Cheryl in my group home and we 
made a plan to run away together since our boyfriends were 
brothers and had their own spot. 

"How are we going to do it?" I asked. 

Cheryl said, "It'll be easier if we leave in the middle of 
the night." 

"Why?" I asked. 

"Because then the counselors won't see us and we can 
take our stuff." 

"How are we going to get out?" 

"Through the window. You know we all have those fire 
escape ladders in our room." 

So at 2 a.m. we hopped down the fire escape. Not 
living at the group home, not going to school...! was loving 
it at first... until me and Cheryl got into it and me and my 
boyfriend broke up. But things were looking up. I had 
started talking to my neighbor and he seemed nice and 
sweet, as they all seem at first. 

Because my mom wasn't around to tell me to watch out, 
I was vulnerable to older guys. I was already flirtatious as it 
was. Then with her gone, and not telling me to stay away I 
had even more reason to talk to them. I had no mom to tell 
me about the birds and the bees like she had promised to 
one day. I had to read it in a book. Because I didn't always 
know where my next meal was coming from and because 
I needed somewhere to stay, I got involved with men who 
weren't good for me. So this guy offered me a place to stay 
with him and his son. The only thing was that he was a 
drug dealer. And to help pay part of the rent so I didn't feel 
like a moocher, I began to steal from stores and return the 
stuff for cash or credit until I got caught stealing and went 
to juvenile hall for the first time 9 days before my sweet 
sixteen. Definitely wasn't feeling that. 

I was sent to another group home but I ran again, back 
to my apartment in Hayward. Then I began to sell drugs. 
The money was fast and easy and I loved it. I was back 
to being my spoiled self with fresh clothes, fresh shoes 
and fresh hairdos. I loved the street life. I never left the 
house with less than five hundred dollars and when I came 
home I had at least twice that. The only thing was, I kept 
getting arrested. It wasn't always for selling drugs. One 
time I went in it was for loitering with the intent to pimp 
and pander because I had on baggy jeans, big t-shirt and a 
beanie, standing on Mission Street in Hayward. They said 
it was a ho stroll. I didn't even know Mission was a ho 
stroll , I'm from Oakland! 

Every time I got sent to a group home I would run. Once 
I had experienced independence, no group home could keep 
me interested enough to stay more than two days. I loved 
the street life. 

Two weeks before our two year anniversary, my fiance 
and I broke up and I started paying my godmother $250 



month to sleep on her couch. Which was cool until my 
stash ran out. (I had stopped selling drugs and started 
spending money.) So broke and homeless, I called the only 
person, I could think of, which was my brother Jason. The 
next day I moved with him. 

Things couldn't get better. Finally, I had stability and 
I was ready to give up "the life." Finally, I was back in 
school, playing volleyball, and I was near my friends. I had 
a party for my 18th birthday. I was in a new relationship 
and was talking to my mother at least twice a week cause 
she knew where to find me now. I was ready to stop getting 
in trouble and start turning my life around. 

But because I had been involved in the street life, it 
wasn't that easy. I had a previous debt and I couldn't get 
a job because I still had a warrant. Feeling like I had no 
other choice, I got talked into cashing checks. I got locked 
up again. And this was no juvenile hall, this was Santa Rita 
Jail. I was 18 now. Those six days were the worst of my 
life. The jail was nasty, not to mention the women. Since 
it was my first case as an adult they let me go. But I didn't 
stop cashing checks, just moved to a different county and 
started there. On November 29th, 2006, Concord P.D. came 
in and kicked in my door. You know damn well I wasn't 
feeling that. But I did the crime and now I had to do the 
time. I did 5 months in West County Detention Facility. 

People assume that if you have an incarcerated parent 
you'll wind up getting locked up too. But do they ever think 
about why that might happen? Before my mom left I was an 
honor roll student, with a 4.0 GPA, on every varsity sports 
team that my school had. When my mom left all stability left 
with her. I went from having someone I did everything with 
to being by myself. My grades dropped. I started smoking, 
which put and end to sports. Things went downhill from 
there. 

During the two-and-a half years my mom was gone, I 
made eight different trips to juvenile hall and jail and went 
to four different group homes. 

When I got out of jail March 14th, 2007, 1 really began to 
turn my life around. I have two jobs, one here with Project 
WHAT! and another with the Bay Area Ball Parks. I have 
plans to attend Barber College. But it's been hard for me 
because I had to do all this with no mother and no real 
role model. My mother is out now but I'm still dealing 
with the instability that her incarceration caused. And I'm 
still dealing with my feelings of anger towards her for being 
gone so long. I still don't even know what she went to 
prison for. But I do know I wish she had been thinking 
more before she did whatever she did. I wish she had been 
thinking about how she had a teenage daughter to raise. I 
wish she had been thinking about what my life would be 
like with her gone. 

- Sarita ''Ri-Ri" Wilson, Project WHAT! 




/HZE 




Love 



Have you ever been in love 

Where all you feel is the pain 

You trusted them to love you 

But they took it as a selfish game 

Played with your emotions 

And you knew what to expect 

But all you cared about is them 

So a little hurt wouldn't be so bad 

My mind told me to let go 

My heart told me to hold on 

This pain won't vanish or disappear 

Am I what's going wrong? 

Have you ever felt like screamin' 
Just to let the sadness drip 

Punch the walls fiercely 
As you cry and bite your lip 

I have and I hate to say 

Love is pain 

But it's a rough ass game 

I allow myself to continue it. . . 
The hurt, the pain, and the lies 

I don't care 'cause it's love 
And I can't say one last goodbye 

So this is love for you 

No more questions to be asked 

"Have you ever been in love? 

What kind of stupid question is that? 

Pain is pain 
And that's all I ever felt 

No love, no empathy 
So I can't tell what's real! 

-Lady Joker, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: We really, really hope that you get to experience a 
different kind of love one day. Lady Joker, because this doesn't sound 
like love to us. Love is not pain and selfishness and manipulation; it's 
the opposite of those things. Sometimes it's hard to know how to find 
real love if most of what you have known of love has been pain, but it 
sounds like you know that there is something better for you out there 
and we hope you have the strength to find it for yourself, despite not 
having been given much of a road map. 



Crossing His Bacii 



I can't stop the ink from leaking 

On to these pages much longer 

It's hard to keep my spirit 

From spilling the beans 

When the book of souls is open 

My brain's getting swollen from all this poetry 

And I grow words on the poet tree 

I'm just putting letters in the right places 

'Cause that's where they're supposed to be 

And Bob Marley's my inspiration 

So I keep his thoughts close to me 

My life is a piano 

I just gotta play the focus key 

And if you listen to it close 

The note is me 

I am just an ant in a bug fight 

No one notices me 

The ticket collector says 

"Hand me ya token, please" 

So why don't you pass it 
And stop choking the weed? 

We hiding ourselves 

Why we clothing the greed? 

He sits back and watch us 

Whose our needs 

I know a lot of people 

Who rather blow weed 

Than read 

And I wish I was Eddy on 

"A Hundred Good Deeds" 

Who am I? 

I am just being me 

Damn, Dark Side 

-Dark Side, San Francisco 

From The Beat: Somehow you always seem to open your soul and the 
words pour out, Daric Side. Maybe that's why we can always feel what% 
in your heart. When you pull images and ideas from so many sources and 
arrange them together, does your finished poem help give you answers? 
Since so many people, your readers, especially youth in juvies, respond 
so heavily to your poems, you must be asicing the right questions — the 
ones they have, too. 



Addiction 



You Used To Hold Me Wiieo i Cried 

You used to hold me when I cried 

It made me feel so good inside 

You used to hold me when I cried 

And wipe tears from my eyes 

You used to hold me when I cried 

So my feelings I no longer had to hide 

You used to hold me when I cried 

You're no longer here 

But I got my momma by my side 

And I no longer try to figure out 

Why you lie 

And try to hide 

You used to hold me when I cried 

Even now that you don't 

I know you love me 

Deep inside 

But I still remember that 

You used to hold me when I cried 

-Joshawn, Marin 

From The Beat: Did you write this to/about your father? You sound 
so lonely without him. You still trust him. Does his being gone have 
anything to do with your being in juvy? How are you doing on the outs 
without him? 



I've wasted a lot of my life. My choices have made me 
an addict. 

I now know that it is only because of God that I'm still 
alive. 

Let me tell you that no drug, no drink, no amount of 
money or power can compare to the love and power of my 
parents and God. Now I know some people reading 

this are saying what do you know, that doesn't float with 
me. Don't get me wrong, I don't blame my wrong doings 
and choices on anyone else. I knew right form wrong, but 
I chose to steal, rob, do drugs and do other things that led 
me to three places: Jail, institutions, death. 

I only have God to thank for letting me write this. The 
strange thing is that even as I write this I find my mind 
wondering towards things that promise me death. That is 
how powerful addiction is. 

It is minute by minute, but Jesus still gives me hope 
and I want to do what is best for me with the help of 
people and the Lord. I have been forgiven in the eyes of 
most people. 

-Jesus Jr., Land Of Enchantment 

From The Beat: You are on the perfect path. You have asked for help 
from people that are more then willing to help you. Continue on the 
path you are on, and life for you can only get better. Don't loose hope 
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Dear Pops 



It's never enough for you 

No matter what I do you say 

You say I ain't gon be shhh 

'Cause you ain't shhh 

I'm gon follow the same footsteps 

As you done did 

Have some kids 

At my teenage years 

You say I'm gon be just like the rest of my peers 

Droppin' out of high schoo' 

Wit' a low-pay in' job 

Or end up in the pen 

Stuck behind these walls 

Puttin' me down is all you do 

When you look into my eyes 

All you see is a reflection of you 

'Cause you grew up a damn screw up 

Became a drug dealer so you can keep the loot up 

You had money so tall 

It made all the women wanna fall 

You was so addicted to all the money, women, and 

alcohol 

Pops, you never had room in yo' schedule 

To spend some time wit' yo' kid 

So I would just watch you 

Absorbing all the negative things you ever did 

So now I'm all grown up 

Try in' to make it on my own 

But Pops, there's one thing I would like for you to know 

I'm well educated, got my diploma and makin' bank 

Pops, I ain't a ship like you that got shot up and sank 

I'm gon keep sailing on through the ocean in slow 

motion 

'Cause I'm a big ship sailing on the ocean. 

Sa Love. 

-Tiny Samoa, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: This fine poem reads iiice your own, personal declaration 
of independence. Your "pops" wasn't a real pops at all because he was 
too consumed by his own desires to sacrifice for his son. But you are 
not your father. You have already moved beyond where he was, and you 
are still moving. Don't disappoint yourself. Make that diploma count for 
something that lets you follow your own footsteps. 



If The Walls Spoke 

If these walls could talk 

they would speak the truth, 

the pain and suffering, 

the greed and lust. 

If these walls could talk 

they would speak the lies, 

the hate and madness. 

If these walls could talk 

they would tell you, 

how insane and sick "these walls" drive us. 

If these walls could talk 

they would tell you 

I'm not crazy. 

If these walls could talk 

they would tell you 

who I really am. 

If these walls could talk 

they would tell you I'm not innocent, 

but I am sorry. 

If these walls could talk 

they would tell you 

it's not my fault. 

If these walls could talk 

they would say 

let me free. 

-Lil' Changa, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: This is an incredible poem that really captures the sense 
of being locked up and thinking about one^ life - especially about guilt, 
innocence and the desire to be free. 
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The Walls Could Tell You A Lot More 

If these walls could talk 

They would tell you the struggles that no one else see's 

If these walls could talk 

They would tell you a little about me 

If these walls could talk 

They would tell you about the silent tears that no one 

else hears 

If these walls could talk 

They would tell you about the time the kid hung himself 

in his room 

If these walls could talk 

They would tell you about the kid who took his own 

parent's life 

If these walls could talk 

They would tell you about the time a down a — homeboy 

got PC'd up 

If these walls could talk 

They would tell you a lot more. 

Only if these walls could talk. 

-Dramcatcher, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: Thank you for this poem. Your poem paints a picture of 
what a conversation with the Hall walls might be like. If only the walls 
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The Secrets Of My Heart 

If you ever got a chance to meet me, then I bet this 
confession may be a surprise. Because in spite of the 
thousands of harmful - and nearly deadly - sins I have 
committed, my heart is wide open to you because it won't 
stop bleeding. My conscience keeps getting piercing from 
the memories in my head of thieving from the already 
dead, from causing so much chaos and grief to society. 
I've robbed elders, nearly killed sons and daughters, and 
left children without mothers and fathers. These are the 
secrets of my heart, but they don't make me who I am, 
because as I said in the beginning these confessions are 
too intense for who you think I am. 

-Lil' Sapita, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: This is an incredibly powerful piece because it shows 
how painful living with oneself can really be. While we all have issue 
with the lack of rehabilitation in juvenile hall, perhaps the best thing 
being locked up can offer is a chance to think about one's mistakes. Your 
confessions are amazing and beautiful. 



Wrong Advice 



Brian: Boe bra, I been grinding too long. I'm tired homey. 

I wanna do something else. 

Boe: Aight, what you wanna do to get money then? 

Brian: Shhh, I know some ninjas who got it. Let's go 

around there and rob them ninjas. You 'bout it? 

Boe: Shhh I don't know man, but I'm bored so let's do it. 

several hours later... 

Boe: B, cut bra, them ninjas coming quick. 

Brian: I'm driving as fast as I could, be cool. 

Boe: Shhh, I'm going 'bout sixty in this wagon and they 

goin' 'bout eighty-five. We gon' die. 

Brian: Boom, boom, boom! 

Boe: I knew I shouldn't have listened to yo' ass. 

Brian: Be coo' we gon' get away! Boom, boom! 

Boe: Pop, pop, pop, pop, pop. 

Brian: Jump out! Go ninja go! 

Boe: I'll see you tomorrow at the crib. 

Brian: Coo'. One love 

A day later. June 27, 200. Day of grandma's funeral. 

Uncle T: Dwayne! Get yo' ass in here. It's past l:00p.m 
Boe: All right man. Shhh you act you act like somebody 
gon' die tonight or something, shhh. 

Boom! boom! Boom boom! Pow! Pow! 

Boe: What the... was that? That look like Brian. B, that's 

him in the street. 

Uncle T: Don't go down 

Boe: Man, B, they had to get you. I'm gonna get revenge 

for you. promise. 

Sirens hollerin'. His mom was crying. Sister crying. 

Uncle T: Dwayne? Son? You alright son? Talk to me son. 

Sitting on the sofa in the living room. 

Boe: I'm coo! The worst advice costed a life. 

-Boe, Alameda 

From The Beat: This terrible tragedy - written by a modern-day 
Shaicespeare in training - really brought a lump to our throats. We could 
see it play out in our minds while we read it, and then that last line 
slammed into us like a fist to the chest. We hope to see more of your 
scripts in the future, and maybe even one day we will see one on the 
big screen! 



What I Wanted From My Parents But Gnt 



On the inside I know truly they do 'cause they catch me when 
I start falling. 

My dad is always there for me when I start messing up but 
I never listen to him cause I thought I could do whatever 
I wanted. Now I understand he's been through the things I 
have and he's just trying to steer me in the right direction. 

My mom she doesn't do a lot but she raised me to be a good 
kid but I followed other people in the cells. Deep inside I 
know she's telling me to straighten out. 

-Donny, Minnesota 
From the Beat: It seems you have taken the time to realize the support 
you have so we believe you should take advantage of it. You let us 
know how you feel about your parents. That means a lot. Let them 
know! 



On Getting Played 



If these walls could talk they would tell two different 
stories. The first story would be about how some people 
do get played. I know everybody says they get played. A 
lot of people say that because that's how they feel. Some 
people say that because that's what's happening. 

When I say getting played, I mean like a lawyer not 
doing anything for you, the judge not listening to you 
with respect because they play favoritism too. The 
staff serving the food you are supposed to be eating to 
themselves first (even though they have money and can 
go home and eat) before they serve you. When you don't 
get enough food because the staff ate most of it. When 
you need something and ask the staff, then they get an 
attitude like it's not their job. That's getting played. 

People say they are getting played when they are not: 
When the judge doesn't want to listen to you because 
you keep getting chances and get sent to a group home, 
and you keep running. Or when they keep sending people 
home, and they keep coming back because of violations, 
new charges, missing curfew and other b.s. Then people 
want to say they got played when they make you sit down 
for a min. Then they get mad at everybody else. But they 
didn't make you come back 15 or 16 times. Or people say 
they get played when the counselors giving people room 
time, and they was messing up in class, talking on the 
line, contraband in the room, etc. The last person they 
want to blame is the person that is responsible, which is 
theirself. 

When I say I'm getting played, at first I didn't really 
understand what I was saying until it really happened. 
And now, on my first time in juvi, I'm sitting I here for a 
serious crime I didn't commit, and the DA know that's 
getting played. But I also played myself for putting myself 
in this position. 

-Gold M, San Francisco 

From The Beat: We admire you for many reasons (including how 
well you write), but at the top of our list is your honesty and sense 
of responsibility. You hold everybody to the same standard, holding 
yourself responsible at the same time as you also hold others (staff and 
incarcerated alike) who find it hard to take responsibility for their own 



If These Walls Cnuld Talk 

If these walls could talk 

They would explain why these suckas get outlined in 

chalk 

If these walls could talk 

They would explain the tears of a mother watchin' the 

casket drop 

If these walls could talk 

They would explain the rage a soldier feels while bein' 

locked down in a box. 

If these walls could talk 

They would explain how a knock feels when he fiends 

for the rock 

If these walls could talk 

They would explain how it feels to take a life, stab or be 

stabbed, shoot or be shot 

If these walls could talk 

They would let you know the do and do nots 

If these walls could talk 

How many innocent men do you think would walk? 

If these walls could talk 

Damn only if these walls could talk! 

-Kastro, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: We would say we don't believe in magic, but with this 
poem, we'd almost say you made the walls talk! Solid writing, Kastro, 
keep it up. 



??? 

This goes out to you who read this. How's everything going? 
With me, everything has been great. You probably thinking, 
"How is everything great, being locked up?" Well, it is. 

When I first came in here, this fourth time, I was 
stressing and going through it. Like everybody, I wanted 
my freedom, but I tell you, I now feel more free tJian ever — 
free from being a slave of sin, free from being a slave of this 
world. God has blessed me with the Holy Spirit and has 
brought peace among my life. 

The first week I was in here, I was always heated. I'll be 
depressed in my room. There was never a time in which I 
could just smile and be happy. I didn't want to do anything 
and I just stopped caring. I started to convince myself that 
my life will always be messed up and that I would never 
succeed in anything I do. I would be in my cell, crying all 
the time from all the anger I had in me. I would have to put 
a towel in my mouth so people won't hear me when I'm 
screaming at the top of my lungs, arguing with God. I'll be 
yelling, asking God, "Why are you doing this to me? Why is 
my life like this? What's wrong with me?" 

This was happening all day, every day, for a week. 
I thought it would never stop. I didn't even want to pray, 
because I felt bad that I would only go to God when I was 
in a problem, so the devil had me suffering. After that first 
week, I decided to pick up a Bible and read the Word of God. 
I started to learn a lot and while I would read it, I felt like 
Jesus was talking to me. (I was reading the New Testament.) 
I then started to pray. I asked God for forgiveness. I then 
started to ask for peace. It took a while for me to feel it and 
for my anger to cease, but it got better day-by-day. 

I then switched to Unit 3 from Unit 6. I was put into a 
bigger room and could now see outside. I love having the 
sunshine in my room now. I used to find it depressing in 
Unit 6, so when I came to this unit, I continued to read the 
Word and gained more knowledge about God. 

One Saturday night (9/15/07) I was praying for a long 
time and was asking God to bless me with the Holy Spirit. I 



was asking for this because I was reading about people 
asking Jesus to bless them with the Holy Spirit, so 
that's why I wanted to feel it. At first I kept praying for it 
and thought I would never feel it. I expected for it to happen 
instantly. I saw that it didn't and started to have doubts. 
But I knew I had to put my faith in the Lord Christ and I 
did. So after asking for the Holy Spirit, I just started talking 
to God. I then told Him that I want to help correct people's 
beliefs. 

I wanted to correct their ways so they too could make 
it to heaven. And then, out the cuts, God gave me a vision. 
In that vision I saw myself preaching to people, and at that 
exact moment, I felt the Hold Spirit and the presence of 
God. Oh, how that felt good. All of a sudden I felt pure 
happiness. I didn't know what to do! I was jumping up and 
sitting down, walking all across my cell, praising God. 

The thing that really had me is this: three times in my 
life I almost and should have died, but God chose to spare 
my life. After that I started to tell myself that God has me 
here for a reason and I want to like to find out. But after 
that vision, now I know why! And that reason is to spread 
God's Word and that is what I'm doing now. He had me 
go through all these things in life so I can help kids in 
the same situation. Ever since I've been saved and blessed 
with the Spirit, my life has been a whole lot better. I can 
now smile and laugh. I have love rather than hate, courage 
rather than fear, strength rather than weakness. This all 
comes from God. I now have love, joy, peace, patience, 
kindness, gentleness, and wisdom. This has all come from 
the blessing of the Holy Spirit. 

Praise God. Every night I pray for you and hope for 
you to find this as well. Experience God's work and live an 
eternal life. 

A Son of God, 

-Andre, San Francisco 

From The Beat: This is a very fine and inspiring piece of writing and 
personal transformation. Not everybody is so affected by the Bible to 
change their lives, so we applaud you for doing so, and we endorse all the 
roads that lead to enlightenment. Don't let this be the kind of "jailhouse 
conversion" that loses its power once you're out of the jailhouse... 



Decades Worth of Stories 

If these walls could talk, they'll tell me what has happen 
from the moment this institution was born they'll tell 
me what pain they went through for being incarcerated 
they'll tell me what mistakes they've done and learn from 
being trap in a small box for hours everyday. They'll 
tell me the mental struggle they went through for just 
trying to make amends with being in a room with nothing 
to do. They'll tell me the different kind of race and people 
that has went through this institution. 

They'll tell me decades worth of stories, physical and 
mental experience they went through, lessons about the 
system, how lives have changed from being in these wall, 
the pain of lost lives that has happen in that institution. 

If these walls could talk I would add my experience 
and my thoughts on how this Institution changed my life, 
so when I leave future generations can learn from other 
mistakes and experience and tell their stories for the next 
generation to come. 

If these walls could talk they'll tell us to never return 
to this place called Jail. 

-Potter, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: For a minute, reading this masterful piece, you made 
us feel as if the walls were talking, and breathing, and teaching us all, 
about what it means to be in this system. You breathed life into rock 
and concrete, all through your passion and Compassion for the suffering 
and hopes of the young people who have passed through these cells. 



/ cm mw smile and laugh. I have love rather 
Phaft hate, courage rather thau fear, strength 
rather thau weakness. 



My Birtiidair 

Today I am spending my 18th birthday locked up for a 
murder. 

Long before I was in here my son's mother tried and 
tried to tell me about the people I was hanging with, but I 
acted like I never heard her. 

Now I'm sitting here for a murder I didn't' even commit. 
All for a man that I cared for like he was my brother. 

Who would of ever thought this were to happen to me, 
18 years ago when I as being born by my mother? This is 
truly not a way to spend a birthday. 

Watch yourselves and watch the people who you think 
are your friends. Then you can live the right way. 

God is the only friend you need. With Him in your life 
you will always be able to succeed. Then you won't have 
to spend your 18th birthday locked up like me. Sitting 
here praying and wishing you were free. 

- Curtis, Land Of Enchantment 

From The Beat: It's all about choices we make in life, unfortunately the 
choice you made was a choice that could have been avoided. Had you 
listened to your, son's, mother's voice you would not be where you are 
today, yet, now all you can do is face up to the choice you have made. 



If These Ranch Walls Could Talk 

If these Ranch walls could talk 

What would they say? 

Winters— the '50s, '60s, '70s, '80s, '90s 

And the start of the 2000s 

Still standing tall and strong 

Seen kids of kids of kids 

That were here 

Grandfathers to grandsons 

Been contained in these same walls 

One-on-one flstflghts 

Gang fights 

Out of control riots 

People get one-way trips to the Y 

More dead time than a cemetery 

You can run now 

But they laugh when you come back 

People back for second programs 

'Cause they love it 

Staff, man, they trippin' 

Lots of talent gone down the drain 

Seen all races 

Blacks, Mexicans, Asians, Filipinos 

Samoans, Salvadorians and 

Marathons down the hill 

Bathroom calls 

Slowly creepin' to the ground 

Turn a ten-second fight 

To thirty days more 

Seen so many kids 

Lots of 'em passed 

Plenty in jail 

Success stories have been few 

And failures come often 

It's a sad reality 

But you can't hide the truth 

But you can't hide the truth 

The walls have been able to keep 

It all in for so long 

But how long 'til these walls 

Fall and collapse 

Without tellin' its stories? 

Seen good and bad times 

But everything must come to an end 

Been workin' 365 days a year 

No days off, no sick days, nothing 

The walls been through it all 

Not had no rest 

But I'm gonna put this pencil to sleep 

-Birdman, San Francisco 

From The Beat: You really get into the essence of the emotions-the 
anguish, loneliness, confusion, fear, anger — that have emanated from 
the young men down there, that must have been absorbed into the 
walls of the dormitory down at the Ranch all these years. This is the 
most imaginative, heart-felt poem you've ever written. We especially 
like how you highlight the fact that generations of the same families 
have been sentenced to a stay at the Ranch, and how tragic that is. 
Although huge talent has poured out of the guys at the Ranch, you're 
right, that much genius has slipped down the drain, especially when 
some of the residents go right back to juvy, prison, or get murdered, 
mere weeks or months once they leave the Ranch. 



The Walls 



Once upon a time there was a boy that got put in Juvie 
He got mad he started to punch and kick the walls in his 

room 

He punched it so hard that he woke up the walls and the 

wall started talking 

The wall said, "What's wrong boy?" 

The boy said I don't deserve to be here for my crime 

The wall listened and spoke to the kid 

The wall gave the boy some advice 

He said. Aye, calm down 

I have seen many people in here just like you 

And been through the same things you have 

The wall calmed the little boy down 

He started to convince the boy to learn from his 

mistakes 

And just get through this 

The wall also said 

Sometimes I see people once in here but I see the same 

people come back 
And I don't want you to be the one who keeps coming 

back 

The boy said. 

When I get out I am going to do my best to stay out of 

trouble 

The wall said. 

Aye, it's not that easy when you say it just get help from 

somebody 

Then the boy said 

I thank you so much 

That's the story about the wall 

That boy never came back again 

-Donny, Minnesota 

From The Beat: Wow! We enjoyed reading this story. Very creative hope 
you stay confident enough in yourself to listen to the walls. We know 
you are fully capable of holding yourself accountable. 



Because most of oifr fives 

we 've heeH neglected 

3o we hide out fears, 

hoping theif 're never detected 

Because nohodtf wants to he rejected 



Help! 

Many of us were raised in poverty. 

So we believe that forces us to sell drugs or commit 

robbery. 

We also make enemies out of friends. 

Because who knows when loyalty and trust begins? 

On the streets situations turn tragic. 

And one bullet will have you gone like magic. 

We hustle because we strive desperately to live lavish 

So we portray ourselves as being a beast or a savage 

Just so we can feel respected 

Because most of our lives we've been neglected 

So we hide our fears, hoping they're never detected 

Because nobody wants to be rejected 

Instead of following what we believe in, we follow others 

And in the process, we endanger the lives of our sisters 

and brothers. 

So we find ourselves locked in the system like an 

ignorant slave. 

All because we wanted people to think us brave. 

We need to face reality and over come this everyday 

brutality. 

We need to be strong in our beliefs and embrace 

morality 

Because you cant get help if you don't first help 

yourself. 

-Big Wayne, Alameda 

From The Beat: Wayne is back and bigger than ever! Bringing knowledge, 
bringing heat/bringing the lessons he learned on the street/the system 
would %xy he's a lost csku%eisk menace with teeth and sharpening claws/ 
but he's shown himself to be a real teacher/a sage, a thinker, a ghetto 
preacher/it's a new role you might be taking/A man with a plan of his 
own making! 
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My Darkest Side 



Dear God 

Speak through me 

I pray that my father's in heaven 

'Cause how he used to treat me 

At eleven 

He shouldn't be living 

And Lord, help me 

'Cause I been taking for so long 

That I don't feel like giving 

This is deep 

But sometime 

I don't feel like living 

I rather be a bum or in jail 

Instead of killing children 

Now I am writing with this pencil 

Killing my feelings 

I pray to you, Lord 

That I do right 

But you don't never write back 

You say, "Good night" 

That's why me and the devil 

Have a good fight 

That's why I cry inside 

Mentally 

And it's like angels be into me 

And the Bible's like Ken to me 

I can't feel my thoughts 

But I can't stop crying 

It's like a part of me 

Can't stop dying 

This is how I feel. Lord 

I run outside naked 

Just give me the kill sword 

Sometimes I wanna kill the Lord 

But I don't know how 

But you created me 

So how can I will something 

That created me? 

People look at me as an over-rated G 

Maybe I am crazy 

My spirit be acting lazy 

And I guess that's why 

These demons be chasing me 

Dark Side 

-Dark Side, San Francisco 

From The Beat: You often write about your shadow, demons, the Lord 
and the devil, chasing you, trying to tempt you, and how the Lord 
never answers you. It's like a cosmic battle is raging within you, almost 
fighting over your soul. You're never lazy, you have a soul that's always 
searching, seemingly giving you not much rest. We wish for you, peace 
of heart. You're getting off the Ranch soon, and will be in independent 
living. Maybe being alone for a while will give you some quiet, so you 
can hear all the voices coming at you, including the one from your own 
heart. 
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Imther Strike 



My brother is nineteen years old and on his way to 
prison. 

When I was in a group home in 2006 he got arrested 
in Salinas, CA for possession of a firearm. He had barely 
turned eighteen and has been in the county jail since this 
incident in March of 2006. 

This was his first time getting in trouble as an adult, 
but since he was a gang member, they added on a gang 
enhancement and gave him a strike. He received 6 months 
in the county jail and 7 years felony probation as his 
sentence. But if he committed another crime, whether big 
or small, he would go to prison for 7 years. 

While he was in the jail, he picked up another charge. 
He went to court again and they were trying to give him 
another strike with some other charge and another gang 
enhancement. Since he messed up, they wanted him to 
do 7 years with a 5 year gang enhancement. 

He has been fighting this for over a year and a half. He 
has been trying to get 4 years with another 4 years, but 
while he was still fighting this, he caught another charge. 
So, the chance of him getting 4 years is slim. 

I just wrote this to say that's not the way to live 
life. It's not worth it trying to be bad and putting in all 
that work. Yeah, we all can say "he's down" or "he's a 
gangster", but all his reward is, is a pat on the back from 
his superior and much suffering for many years to come. 
Plus, him going into the pen with two strikes is basically a 
guaranteed life sentence because he could catch another 
strike in there for any little thing. 

-Joseph, Alameda 

From The Beat: Your piece illustrates the heartbreak of CaliforniaiE "three 
strikes" laws. There is no room in these laws for someone to make 
mistakes, or sometimes even to make positive changes in their life. 
Thank you for educating Beat readers about how our state's sentencing 
laws really work. Our hearts goes out to your brother and to you and 
the rest of your family. It^ not worth it to throw your life away, just 
to represent and be down. This is a lesson you have shared with our 
readers today, through your brother^ example. 



Too MoGh Paifl 



I got a lil' man to raise 

want him to be brave 

don't want him to grow up an put people in they graves 

don't want him to put people to rest 

don't want him to put another young soul to death 

to many people dyin' in the Bay 

too many young souls put into the' graves 

because guns took the' lives of too many young souls 

it's ballistic what lead can do 

when it's a cold drive by 

shootin' bullets from a far 

two years old child shot to death in his front yard 

it's a shame it's been like this for years 

to many mothers sheddin' bloody tears 

back in the old day it was fist to fist 



I want my son to grow up with a dad but that is 

something I never had. 

That's why I turn out the way I am 

in the system 

seen a lot of deaths in my eyes 

an seen a lot of young women cry at night 

'cause their son gone and never comin back 

'cause a bullet pushed back his cap 

-Lil' Moni Bo, Alameda 

From the Beat: You deliver the piece of the week! Excellent poem of 
truths about this violent lifestyle that has destroyed families. Do you 
have a follow up piece possibly titled "Solutions," to this epidemic that 
has set too many of us back. 
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Why I like Those Old Shoes 

rm used to them 

I've gone to favorite places with them 

I can't find a new pair I like 

My mom bought them for me 

They match with almost everything 

I can't afford new shoes 

They are broken in. They fit just right 

They remind me of the day I bought them which was a 

very good day with my mom 

I feel comfortable in them 

They're just mine. 

-Ol' Shoes, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: There is something that is so powerful and heartbreaicing 
about this piece. It's so creative, how you used the list form rather than 
just a straight paragraph and it really brings a lot of impact to each 
individual line. It's very obvious to the reader that Those Old Shoes' are 
much more than that to you. 
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Watch Me Fall 



When you go to jail you're out of sight out of mind 

Been by myself a year now, doing this time 

Everybody that I thought would be there for me 

disappear, Sometimes I wonder if God is still here 

Or did he give up on me too 

I ask for wisdom from everybody 

But still haven't got a clue 

I'm just a dead man walking 

I have no soul my hole 

Demeanor in this world has become oh so cold 

Life in jail is not life at all 

People stand me up just to watch me fall. 

-Jesus, Alameda 

From The Beat: A dead man couldn't write the way you feel, a dead man 
couldn't hurt the way you hurt or hope the way you hope. What would 
a good life look like to you? Because the first step towards getting out 
of the hole is envisioning what you could get from it. 



Take A Walk In My Shoes 

What's up wit' it. Beaters? This is Chuccy droppin' some 
more lines for y'all to read. Hope you enjoy it. If you would 
take a walk in my shoes, they would probably be a worn 
out pair and a bunch of holes from all the frustration and 
pain I've been through. 

But the parts that are still holding my shoes together 
is all my good and exciting positive situations in my life, 
from the way I'm living in the fast lane. My shoes are 
getting jacked up more and more. I feel like they're going 
to give up on me. I got myself in a position where I need 
to decide if I should keep smashin' in the fast lane, or just 
take it slow so they can just last a lil' longer. I've seen so 
much shoes fly past me that eventually ended up worn 
out to the fullest. I don't want that. I want to be able to at 
least try some new shoes that would guide me through 
the slow lane. 

Sometimes I don't want to change shoes because I 
kinda love this life. My experiences would probably be 
some that other people never had. I want to stay in these 
shoes, but I want them to last a lot longer. So I'm going 
to just slow down and shift over to the right lane. No new 
shoes for me there. They've been through so much and 
sometimes that much is a good thing. 

Well, Beaters, that's all for this week. Hope you 
enjoyed it. 

-Chuccy, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: We love the way you've used your shoes ^% a metaphor 
for your life. We hope you follow through on your promise to shift to the 
right (slow) lane, because \V% where you'll find long-term satisfaction... 
and freedom. 
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Stories From These Walls 

If these walls could talk 

They'd tell so many stories 

Make people cry 

That's what these walls tell me 



The cracks on these ceilings 

Break down the barriers between the world 

Let me tell you a story 

About a torn, hurt girl 

I left my home 

To come to this place 

Thought that gang bangin' was the life 

But I was just another face 

I talk to these walls 

Just to pass by time 

I'm just another minor in here 

Who's speaking her mind 

I feel like an idiot 

Talking to dead cement 

Knowing I'll be speaking to air 

As I lay face up in my bed 

I know I'm just another body 

Telling her story to these walls 

Saying to the cracks beneath my feet 

You are now my downfall 

I can't deny my crime 
'Cause it's what led me here 
It's what led me to The Beat 

So that I will not fear 

These walls speak in silence 

And only the strong can uncover 

Decode the hidden secrets 

Only then the stories can be discovered 

- Lady Joker, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: We're really glad that you are speaking your mind. Lady 
Joker. It's great that in the writing you do for The Beat you've found 
something positive to take away from your experience. We hope that 
your poetry inspires many others to realize they are more than 'just 
another minor' and to share their stories so they can be heard by all of 
u% lAfho are eager to listen. 






My Shoe Story 

My old shoes I threw away because they were old and 
had holes in them. And my mom told me to throw them 
away. She was going to buy some new ones for me, and 
she did. 

She bought me a new pair of Jordans. Those got 
messed up, but my brother gave me some shoes, and I 
still got those. But I don't wear them, so my dad bought 
me some. I wear those, but I'm getting some more next 
et out of juvenile hall. I'm getting some 
more Jordans and I'm going to wear those too when I get 
them. And I'm going to wear Girbaud pants. 

I'm going to use my mom's phone to see if she'll let 
me. She's the one who's going to get me some new shoes 
when I get out. I'm going to look real cool. I'm going to 
wear them to school for a long, long time, and I'm going 
to look very good. 

-Anthony, San Francisco 

From The Beat: By the time this Beat comes out, you will be back in 
school wearing your new Jordans. We hope you stay there Anthony. You 
wrote u% a very nice story about your shoes, so we know you have what 
it takes to finish school... looking good in your new shoes! 
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A Moment Of Silence 



Can I please have a moment of silence 

As the life I live surrounded by violence 

Living with no peace, no space 

Just my surrounding being crowded 

As I look into my life and hope for a better day 

Wishing an' hoping that the light comes my way 

Open... Open the gates of happiness, 

Something I haven't felt 'cause my life being trapped in 

madness! In this moment I sit here an' wonder why me. 

Suffering from pain, lost ones I gain. 
But only change into anger that I make others feel my 

pain 

Hard to tame a thug life dat's murky by gangs 

A moment of silence for all my loved ones dat's gone 

Havin' no home, but holding it down 

On yo' own silent... silent can I have upon me! 

To think, and think my life over 

Is me dying worth it for these streets? 

Silent! Silent is all I wanna speak, 

Thinkin', planning everything to perfection 

Hoping one day that the lord shows me light to my 

direction! 

Let my life be a moment of silence! 

-Jay Pitt, San Francisco 

From The Beat: In a strange way, your prayer for silence is almost like 
a scream! We hope you find the peace you seek, a space where you 
are able to sit quietly with your own thoughts and ponder the serious 
question you posed: Is your dying worth it for these streets? 



Am I Your Puppet? 

Why you or y'all keep controlling me? 

You know I cain't do nothing about it 

Why you come at me disrespectful? 

You the main one that is holding to my strings 

Why do too much? 

Yeah, I'm eighteen, but I'm still the same 

Treat me equal, like everybody else 

'Cause I'm going insane 

Hey, I told you to give me my space 

I understand you staff 

And got the right to tell me what to do 

So get away 

Been here seven months 

Irritated, ready and frustrated 

Why you treat me different? 

You don't like me 

Or you got your problems? 

'Cause my life is turning crumble 

I wanna go bad 

But it ain't worth it 

I'm mad, but I'm smart 

And not showing my negative actions 

But hitters is in my head and is flashing 

I'm hella tempted 

My fist is tight... Damn! 

Put me in my room 

'Cause I'm ready to fight 

Please, God, come and talk to me 

And give me the light 

-Lucero, San Francisco 

From The Beat: Of course, since we do not see what goes on there when 
we aren't around, we can't know the relationship you have with this 
staff person. But what we can talic about is your very sensible self- 
control ("I'm mad, but I'm smart"). Yes, continue to be smart, and don't 
let outside stimuli push your buttons and cause you to do something 
that can only result in making the picture even darker. Don't fight with 
staff, fight with your own patterns that cause you to lose your freedom, 
and overcome them. 



Sometimes I Wonder 
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Sometimes I wonder why do I do the things I do. 

Sometimes I wonder why did God put us here. 

Sometimes I wonder why people kill each other. 

Sometimes I wonder why do we come to jail. 

Sometimes I wonder why do the PO mess your program 

up. 

Sometimes I wonder why do we commit evil crime. 

Sometimes I wonder about what life would be like 

without jail. 

Sometimes I wonder why do people cheat on each other. 

Sometimes I wonder why do we fall in love. 

Sometimes I wonder why there are different gangs. 

Sometimes I wonder why there are different turfs. 

Sometimes I wonder why are there so many states. 

Sometimes I wonder why should we care about life. 

Sometimes I wonder why do we make babies. 

Sometimes I wonder why do we get ill. 

Sometimes I wonder why do we make friends. 

Sometimes I wonder what it would be like back in 20 

years. 

Sometimes I wonder why should I care for someone. 

Sometimes I wonder what should I do to help people. 

Sometimes I wonder why do we even wake up. 

Sometimes I wonder why life is so hard. 

Sometimes I wonder why do we dream. 

Sometimes I wonder why we wonder at all. 

-Lil' Shadow, Alameda 

From The Beat: This piece brought a smile to our face, and it was 
good to think about these philosophical questions you raise. Some are 
questions that iwe ask ourselves when we're young, some are questions 
wfe ask ourselves our whole lives! 



GreatesHimnnnnnnry Koows 

My mother has diabetes. It was just me and my mom at 
a young age living in San Jose. Those years my mom's 
diabetes was very unstable. Her blood sugar was up and 
down most of time. When her blood sugar was really low 
that's when we had it the worst. 

When that happens my mom got really sweaty and sort 
of in like an unconscious state of like really-really drunk 
can't talk words or walk, just crawl on the floor, barely, 
and can't even call out for help. Just wait for someone 
to help. And that's exactly why I was born to help and 
protect my mom. 

That happened to my on like 6 or 7 times but each 
time I was there to save her. A couple times she was even 
close to death. 2 or 3 times I just called 911 but the rest 
I would put soda down her throat or inject her with an 
emergency needle and just sit and wait to see if she will 
be OK. Because the ambulance bills were getting too 
much, but I still would of called if I had too. 

I think about her everyday I am in here, 'cause I'm 
not there to be there for my mom or help her when she 
needs it. This is my only second time here but I won't 
come back, 'cause I don't know what I would do without 
my mom. I love her so much. If something happened to 
her and I wasn't there I don't know if I could ever forgive 
myself. 

So when I get out I'm going make her happy with a 
couple grandchildren (in the future) which she can't stop 
talking about and make sure she is taken care of, always 
and forever... 

-Tc, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: Man, this is a tough thing to go through over and over. 
How do you think these experiences have benefited you? Are you now 



patience for people? Some people just feel sorry for themselves, and 
other people think of their difficulties sk% benefits. Which one are you? 
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Nine Years and Cnunting 

Having spent the past nine years being locked up, I've 
seen a lot of things change. I've seen some good things, 
but for the most part a lot of bad things. 

I've seen a lot of new friends come through. When you 
first come here, you start off nervous and full of hope. 
Hoping that one day you can get out and stay out. 

Coming and going as many times as I have, you start 
to lose that hope and you're not so eager to return. Being 
here this long, faces start to look the same. The crimes 
are the same. The attitudes are the same. The only thing 
that's changed is the names and the fact they come in 
younger for more violent offenses. 

Many of them ask for help and I am only more then 
willing to assist for those that truly want it. 

It's sad really, the amount of wasted talent that lies 
within these walls. Some are born into this world with 
out a fighting chance, but yet all still made the choices 
they made to be here. It could almost break my heart if I 
had any left for them. Now all there is, is to do my job and 
get home safe. 

Well the only thing to do is to wait for another 
generation to come through these walls. The good news 
is that I only have twenty three years three months and 

three days left until 

-Time, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: Hmmm, this is stn interesting and cryptic piece. You 
seem to have quite a long sentence in the system. But we are not sure 
if we believe that you don't have skn^ heart left, we quite thinic it's the 
opposite. 



I thought of money, females, family, and life 

I thought of loving 

I thought of breaking free. 

I thought of beautiful places. 

I wanted peace. 

I ask why I'm here. 

-Josh, Alameda 

From The Beat: This poem is full of truth - full of life, and so simple too. 
It's like you captured the most amount of feeling possible with just 31 
words. Have you found skn answer - for why you are here? 



Reminisce 



To me your name is poetry 

I barely know you and already dig you 

The way you wear your eyes 

The shape of you' lips 

The way you move your hips 

I never thought we going to kiss 

Into the end, I reminisce 

On the way you used to be 

A person that I can't trust 

A person that I truly love 

A person that haunt' me 

Like when you got shot by a gun an' it burn 

A person I would love to spend my life wit' 

I never think you would get on your knees 

To beg me, please 

For the life of my soul 

I really don't think so 

Reminisce 

-Tashelle, San Francisco 

From The Beat: There is a degree of mystery about this fine poem, things 
held back, that make it intriguing. You don't have to tell u% the exact 
reasons why you can't trust this person you love, because we can all 
relate to that feeling. By the way, we LOVE the first line of this poem. 



i Miss Her Deepiy 
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I miss my old lady more then anything in the world. Me 
and her were almost parents together. Now because of 
my situation we are not together. I can't blame her for 
not being here, because in reality, I put myself under 
circumstances to be taken away from her. I let her go 
because I was scared the heavy charges I'm facing would 
have had her hanging on hurting for a long time. So, it 
would have been like her putting her life on hold waiting 
for me. 

Then it was a lot of stress I had to deal with thinking 
about her, on top of my case. I know she's mad at me 
because I wrote her nine pages front and back of closure 
and she ain't write back. I know she still love me and is 
thinking about me. We dedicated two years of our life to 
each other. It might not seem like a long time, but for 
youngins our age it is. 

I miss her and her whole family deeply. I don't really 
wanna continue to speak on it but I've written her mother 
which is a beautiful spiritual woman. She understands 
me. I love my x with everything inside me. If I could still 
be with her I would give her the world. Like my ninja Illy 
Ack say, when I think about her my heart hurt. Her family 
still accepts me, so maybe one day we'll be together if the 
Lord say so. 

One more thing. . . it was about two years ago I honestly 
prayed to the lord and ask him to send me somebody to 
love me the way I love them. I'm done with this. Beat. I 
miss her deeply!!! 

-Payne, San Francisco 

From The Beat: You write with a lot of emotion — mostly that of sorrow 
and regret. At the same time, you reveal yourself to have a tender heart 
by not asking your girl to sacrifice her youth because of your choices. 
We don't know what you're facing here, but you may be surprised when 
you get through to the other side. The two of you may find yourselves 
linked again because you sound like that a rare find, a boy maturing I 
into a thoughtful young man. I 



Listening Tn Tiie Walls 



If these walls could talk, they would probably ask me, 
"what are you doing back in this position, sleeping, 
pacing around my walls, and using my bathroom every 30 
minutes to a hour?" 

If these walls could talk, they would probably know every 
case that I and others every caught, got away with, or even 
did serious time for. 

If these walls could talk, I would listen because they'll 
maybe be able to lead me away from most of my mistakes, 
seeing people leaving and come back time after time. 

If these walls could talk, I probably wouldn't say anything, 
if I knew these walls couldn't keep what I say, when I say 
it, to their self. As a matter of fact, if these walls could 
talk, I would stay silent and listen to what they might 
have to tell me. 

If these walls could talk, I wouldn't need more grapes 
because obviously I was high enough. 

If these walls could talk, and not just these walls I have 
to sit in this lockdown facility, they might say I was crazy 
for even being in here. 

-Sj, Alameda 

From The Beat: interesting to contemplate the possibilities! You suggest 
that the walls would probably be sympathetic and wise. We think they 
would be too, if they could talk. These walls have %een a lot of kids 
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"You Keepin' Us In Business" 

If these walls could talk, they probably cry an' say, "You 
need to get the hell out of here. We are tired of having our 
feet and spit on our white and yellow walls. We are tired 
of you making beats when you are bored. We need you 
not to come back. We want you to be with your mom, but, 
dang, you keepin' us in business." 

-BR 

From The Beat: We'd like to hear the conversation between you and the 
walls! If you already know that you want to be home with your mom 
and not here, why are you keeping these walls in business? 
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The Twists And Turns Of My Mind 

Through the twists and turns of my mind. 

There's a puzzle that shall never be solved, 

A riddle, A riddle... like the cat and the fiddle. 

But a tragedy for all those involved. 

Through the blood and the terror inside 

is a fairy tale that should never be told. 

Monotone lullabies... IT"S ART... IT'S ART, 

but art no one else shall behold. 

Divinity's not in a place like this, 

A place of cold brick and dust, 

A place that inspires nothing but pain. 

And here, it's in hatred we trust. 

-Lemmings, San Francisco 

From The Beat: Wow! You write with a passion. One thing we know 
about puzzles is that they only look unsolvable from where you are at 
this moment. As for divinity, who can say where it does or does not 
reside? If hatred for this place inspires art like this, then let it continue 
to inspire you — just sk% long sk% you don't turn it against yourself. 



I Want Tn Go Home 
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(I wrote this song about New Orleans from that R Kelly 

song, "I 

Believe I Can Fly". My song is called, "I Want To Go 

Home".) 

The Song 

Now I am from New Orleans' 3rd ward. 

I wish I could go home where I belong. 

If you would have seen it you wouldn't believe it. 

If you were in it, you wouldn't believe it. I want to go 

home. 

I want to go where I believe 

Katrina hit my city and she destroyed it. 

I want to go home. 

-Tashara, San Francisco 

From The Beat: We wish everyone could have heard you sing your song 
so beautifully and straight from the heart during our workshop. When 
you examine your life, do you see a way back? How much are you 
contributing to the obstacles that are preventing you from going home, 
and how much is outside your control? Do you have plan to get there 
from here? Can you share it? 



Never Endino Night 



Gangs, violence 
Drugs, people dying 

Losing my town 

Winning my frown 

Gaining my peak 

Falling from what I seek 

Tripping when I'm close 

Never reach what I chose 

Never want this to be 

Someone's not trusting me 

Someone's sending me away 

Someone won't hear what I say 

Someone who will pay 

For shutting out what I pray 

Seeking out my day 

Not able to see it every day 

Even though I want to stay 

It's only a dream, I'm afraid 

Shutting out my faith 

Is it luck or is it fate? 

I want everyone to know 

I want to go and go 

Exactly to my home 

I'm tried of it being a dream 

Pop the bubble, wake up, and it'll never be seen 

Wish someone understood me 

But it's something only I will see 

Want to live in a kingdom 

Get stripped of my freedom 

End up in the dark, want to go to the light 

Wake up trapped in an even darker night 

-Lil' Roach, San Francisco 

From The Beat: Yes, it feels good when others can understand u%. But it 
feels even better when we can understand ourselves. For example, can 
you understand (and explain) why you "fall from what you seek" or why 
you're locked up when what you want is freedom' 



A Capsule Fnr My Sons 

If I had a time capsule 

I would put money, jewelry, my best pics of my family. 

And my best times with my sons 

Growing up so they can look at them when they are 

older 

And see how much fun they had 

So they both know they have a brother 

'cause I will be mad if they don't 

I hope they get along and treat each other with respect 

And not be a criminal like their dad 

'Cause I would hate to see that 

It would suck a lot if they did not get a long 

-Dirk, Minnesota 

From the Beat: It would be great if we could keep treasures in capsule 
forever. Sounds like your family is important to you. The key to 
keeping your sons out of trouble is leading by example. We believe you 
are capable of being a good parent. Have faith in yourself its not too 
late to make a change. 
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Stnp Playino Kiddy Games 

Halo, a young Samoan man 

That's ready to start a new life 

Ready to stop makin' family cry 

Who has to be walkin' to try 

And change his main frame (thinking) 

And stop playin' kiddy games 

And look deep inside himself 

To deal with the cards that he's been dealt 

To earn respect by using education and maturity 

To stop the lies, games and insanity 

But it is he who has to be ready 

It is he who has to stay steady 

But is he ready? 

To take the steps he needs to 

He knows it will be hard 

But hard will take him far 

Knowing he has the help of the lawd 

He has to know life is there 

But he has to grab it 

And deal with his life 

But right. And I am. 

Love, young 

-Halo, San Francisco 

From The Beat: Both your message and the way you put it together in 
poetry are admirable. You have skills that combine head and heart. Now 
we have to see whether all your wisdom and desire for maturity move 
you forward so that you can live your life freely. 
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The Walls That Never Move 

Every morning, I wake up and I don't see the sun 
shining. 
I wake up to walls that never move or change or seem to 

differ. 

I wake up to loud, annoying commands, and not my 

Abuelita's soft and gentle voice. 

My days grow into weeks and weeks into months, 

of waking up and falling asleep to the walls that never 

move. 

-Lil' Sapita, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: Another beautiful piece. The contrast between the 
loud commands over the loudspeaker and the gentle voice of your 
grandmother really captures the difficulty of being locked up. 



Last Words of This Talk 



I'm gone but I'll always be missing ya'U 

Allow me to adapt to ya'U and let's pray 

I know I'm gone but we'll be together again someday 

I'ma survivor and ya'U are too 

Life changes and so do you 

But, I want ya'U to know I'm near real close 

Just pray when ya'U want me the most 

I wish I could stand next to ya'U right now but life goes 

own 

And my day is moving slow and seem to be very long 

I'm no longer present in ya'U eyes just a spirit that floats 

in the sky 

Don't ask for what or why? 

Because I don't know either, only that man above 

He shared his life, trust, respect, soul, in his love 

Just remember all the things I use to do 

And I'll be missing all of you 

My family in the folks who gave me everything they can 

To raise me from a boy to a young man 

Just watch out for my son while I'm resting my spirit 

Ya'U know when I'm near 'cause ya'U hear it in feel it 

Cover ya'U with love in protect ya'U each day ya'U walk 

This is Lil' Papa . . . last words of this talk 

-Lil' Papa, Alameda 

From The Beat: We won't %«y goodbye, because we just see it sk% moving 
from The Beat Within to The Beat Without. We will all be waiting to hear 
from you, and we have faith that with the gifts of heart and word in 
your possession, you will rise above everything that comes to you. 



Problems 



Right now kind of pissed off 'cause I ain't seen my 

family in a while. My Dad having heart problems so it's 

hard for me to smile. 

While these people pretending to be my friend. 

But they don't understand I am just a young Mexican 

trying to stack my ends. 

While people swear they from a set. 

But all along they was gang banging on the internet 

I am trying to be like Kanye, 

And make it to the good life. 

But am stuck in this rough life that's nothing nice. 

Now they trying to get me for assault 

With a deadly weapon and gang enhancement. 

With a victim pointing at me how the hell should I 

chance this? 

I would of never thought at a young age 

I'd find a talent to make the front page. 

-Baby Q, Alameda 

From The Beat: A young man with your mind full of stress/we can see 
how you'd feel like your life was a mess/But here's a thought to fill your 
days/You made the papers two different ways/Your crime was one and it 
set you baclf/But your talent got you published and that's a fact/So it's 
two different sides to Baby Q/Which one will win? 
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When I say skate shoes 

I mean old shoes 

four month old Emericas 

torn from the kick flips on the left 

no grip from stopping on the right 

When I skate, I skate normal 

Everyone there feels formal 

And when I get a hole ripped 

I get duct tape to be ready for more kick flips 

When that duct tape rips again 

I put some more duct tape over them 

So then I get some new skate shoes 

Wear them for at least two months 

Don't even skate in them 

Then I gotta toss the Emericas 

Wear them old shoes 'til my feet bruise 

-Eric, Minnesota 

From The Beat: This is well done. Sounds like your shoes are a good 
pair of friends for you. Skating sounds like a pass time that you enjoy, 
maybe you can use this pass time to exert some positive energy into 
your life. 
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My Voice 
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The greatest thing about me is that I've always had a 
second voice in my head. It's not like I hear voices or 
nothing, just my thoughts and like a voice. It has been 
there as long as I can remember, always telling me its 
perspective on things. Or when I get angry or worried 
and my thoughts become erratic, it always helps me by 
helping me redirect my anger. Or when I'm stressed and 
feel out of my mind it rationalizes things for me. 

The thing I like, yet still freaks me out is how it seems 
to argue with me about how best to approach a problem 
or achieve a goal. In fact the reason I'm in here is because 
I ignored it and decided to things my way, if I had listened 
I would have had my way without having been brought 
here only problem was it's way involved a kind of subtlety 
that I thought lacked style. 

When I get out I'll still have my fun but I think I might 
be listening to that voice a lot more... not just hearing it. 

-Jesus, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: To use this (amazing) metaphor to think deeper on the 
topic - if this is the voice that guides you, the one you trust and would 
nice to follow... what are the other voices you hear, the ones that lead 
you in different directions? Is it the voices of your friends, or of another 



' or a different voice? 
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Everif datf things get worse 

The shhh I seen wou/d make a 

preacher curse. 
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I'm Respectful! 



The greatest thing that nobody knows about me is that 
I'm a very respectful person, and really get along with 
every one that I meet. People think that since you get 
arrested you are a bad person, but in all reality I am not. 
People don't take the time to get to know criminals, 
because they don't think that we can change, but guess 
what: They don't know what I've been through. I wish 
people would try to get to know me. 

-Larry, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: What you say is so true. We're ready to give all the 
thousands of people who read The Beat a chance to get to icnow you - 
just write up your life story, and we'll be glad to print it... 



RIP Li! Ant 



Oh shhh here we go again 

My head is spinning and the walls are sinking 

I can't clear my mind, thoughts bouncing off my head. 

Just found out my ninja Lil' Ant dead 

Every day things get worse 

The shhh I seen would make a 

-Jesus Coleon, Alameda 

From The Beat: You have surpassed your own eloquence this time. And 
yes, we feel your rage, and your pain. But sometimes, even a fist in the 
air is a prayer. Remember Jacobs fight with Gabriel in The Bible? 



My Shoes! 

Forces, Jays, Adidas, Pumas 
Af 's shine white like the beach of Laguna 

Keep my shhh loose laced like a pop tart player 
But keep 'em tight enough in case I gotta do a lay-up 

My shhh stay black and white like salt and peppa 

I think I got soap on my feet 'cause I'm a real fresh 

stepper 

But let's take it deeper take a walk wit' me 
In and out of jail, thuggin' these streets 

Lookin' for a brighter day, I'm in darkness now 
Livin' legitly - I wish I knew how 

But I'm gonna strive to be a ghetto star 
No disrespect game but I will go far 

Faced wit' drama like a goddamn sitcom 
I need a blunt or two/Just for me to be calm 

But I'm a keep my head up like my nose is bleedin' 

And keep a coat or a sweater in case the world get cold 

and deceiving 

-Da Boi 

From The Beat: Another class flow from Da Boi.... You have enough 
talent to make it skn^ direction you choose - not just rapping. And just 
think how much college could increase your vocabulary and step up 
your game \sk% for the other game, the street game, forget that. You've 
got places to go.) 
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Theres one thing about me and it loyalty. I am very loyal 
to the people I love. 

I use to be very loyal to my friends and I mean very 
loyal. I would do a lot for them, but that has come to a 
stop because I was too loyal to one of my friends. We 
already were incarcerated and he started to fight and I ran 
over there to break it up because I did not want him to get 
in trouble but then I got hit and started to fight too this 
was a life changing experience for me because I now do 
not want to be with any friends. 

I do not want to do no more bad things, no more 
nothing. All I want to do in my life now is be with my 
family that's why I am going to take all that loyalty I 
gave to my friends and add it on to how loyal I was to my 
family. 

I just want to finish my program at camp when I get 
back from this incident. Then after I am done, I want to 
get a job and I don't want the money, all I want to do is 
give some money to my parents so I can help with the 
bills and the house. The other half I am going to give to 
my baby daughter, well not to give to her, I mean that 
money goes to her whatever she needs. 

I want to finish school so I can eventually get a good 
job so I get paid more so I can support my daughter more 
and help my parents still and save for a house. So that's 
why I am taking my loyalty from my friends and adding it 
to my family because all I want to do in my life is be with 
my family and take care of my daughter. 

All this jail shhh changed my life for the better. 

I am praying for all of you to do the same. Good luck! 

-Keon, Alameda 

From The Beat: We so feel your heart in this piece. We support you 1 00% 
in making this dramatic change for the better, especially knowing that 
you have a daughter that needs her daddy right by her side! 




Soles With Soul 



My favorite shoes would probably my first Air Forces. 
They been with me thick in thin. Fights, dates, school, 
anything you could think of.... 

I had them for like four years, I still got them in my 
closet till this day, ripped and beaten to the soles. But hey 
they're still my favorites because all those memories. 
Later Beat Within, catch you on the fiip side. 

-Timmy, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: Nice twist on the question! Man, reading this makes u% 
think we should have redone our topic, and instead of asking "If these 
walls could talk, maybe we should have asked "If these shoes could 
talk ". If yours could, just think of the stories they'd tell.... 
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We Are The Future 
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The greatest thing about me that no one knows is that I 
want to be a teacher. To be an African-American teacher 
would be so fun, and successful. 

The teaching to elementary students would be so ' 
fulfilling. I am going to love preaching to the youth. 
Changing the world one student at a time. 

I want to change the world the whole perspective 
of how our youth are thinking. I think to see a difference, J 
you have to be the difference. And to see the difference 
I feel you have to affect, and teach the youth. Because 
the youth are the ones who are going to be the next 
generation, and the next generation to change things 
when we are gone. 

-Rashaad 

From The Beat: Yes, ^e%, yes! Our generation has left yours with a great 
deal of mess to clean up. But you've chosen a superhero profession to 
take on, because teachers are the ones who %xyie innocent lives, literally, 
and who train the next generation of heroes. So tell u%, what will you 
need to do to make this dream of yours come true? 



Crazy Dream 

What's up Beat. Damn, I had a crazy ass dream the other 
day. I dreamt that I was in the mall walking with my hyna 
and one of my enemies was chasing me. So I told her to 
run, and I ran the opposite way. I ran to da elevator to try 
to get away, but next thing I knew, he was in the elevator 
with me. 

Then he shot me and I woke up in this white box. 

The white box meaning I was in a white room with no 
handle. Damn what a dream how do I wake up. 

-Miclo 

From The Beat: Poets say that our dreams have something to teach u% 
about ourselves. So do psychiatrists. What do you think this dream is 
trying to tell us about you and your situation? 



The Pleasure Of A New Shue 

Growing up, I didn't have a lot of shoes 'cause our family 
was fairly poor. During 5th-6th grade I had shoes that 
were called "Payless shoes." People would laugh and 
make fun of them. Over the years, my mom found a new 
job that was almost financial freedom for the family. That 
was when I had better shoes. 

The pleasure of having a new shoe is great. I had 
something called Jordans, and as I got older, I had more 
shoes. I really liked Jordans and had several pair. They 
were pretty comfortable, a lot better than my old shoes. I 
was a lot more into shoes as I got older. 

When I was 17 and a half I found a job at a pizza 
restaurant, so I had my own money to buy nice shoes 
that would match my clothes. My favorite pair of shoes 
are Nike Dunk SB's. It's Nikes Dunks Skateboard edition, 
over hundreds of varieties. My favorite ones are the de la 
souls. I miss them a lot but I'm in Juvenile hall so I can't 
wear them. 

-Man 

From The Beat: Thanks for sharing your shoe history with The Beat 



RIP Tony 

Rest in Peace Tony, you are a cool cousin. Your family 
will never forget you. You be in my heart and I will always 
love you. 

-Danny 

From The Beat: Tell us more about Tony. Write a tribute to him for The 
Beat, we'd be honored to print it. 
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Staj Out 
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If the walls could talk they will tell me to stay out. They 
would tell me to do a good program. They will tell me 
what's going on, on the outs. 

-Keith 

From The Beat: And if these walls could talk, would you listen? Tell u% 
how you yourself are listening to these words. 



Bury a G 
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The world doesn't go round if there ain't no drugs and 

thugs 
See me I'm a humble guy but hatas done got me hot 
like a barrel of a glock. 
After spitting numerous shots 
The only things that keep me from going crazy 
Is thinking about my family 
So when I'm alone at home with my hand grip to three- 
eighty 
Wondering is this the life for me 
Filled with pain and agony 
So I got to focus on tragedy 
But it's sad to see 
When my family would not be there for me 
So when is my time to leave, bury a G. 

-Big Head 

From The Beat: This is a beautiful poem, and we can feel the pain behind 
it. if it^ OK with you we'll try to answer your question. Is this the life 
for you? NO. You deserve all the good things - love, peace, happiness, 
safety. Thug livin' has its rush, and feels powerful in moments and 
flashes, but it's led you to nothing but loneliness and lockdown. So no, 
this isn't the life for you, you must reach out past what you see to build i 
yourself a better one. I 



eeling Stupid 

Well what's up Beat? Today I am gon' write about my 
story. I came back 'cause the police said I was a suspect 
in a house lick, but if y'all all know me, y'all know what 
I do, an lick is what yo' boy don't do, nor do I rob people 
'cause I get money the fast way. Now I know it's not good, 
but I did it. 

One day I woke-up and realized that I am not going 
nowhere, and if I keep livin' my life like I am, I might get 
killed. So I change not just for myself but for my 2 1/2 
year old daughter, 'cause she needs a dad, and I don't 
want her to grow up like I did wit' no father in her life, so 
I had to stop. 

Now I am locked up again and boy don't I feel stupid 
'cause her birthday is coming up and my PO said she's not 
gon' let me out. But I guess life goes on with or without 
you. Out until next time!!! 

-Doo 

From The Beat: It can be a terrible feeling of helplessness, sensing that 
life on the outs is moving on without you. However, you will have 
another opportunity to be free and to be a great dad to your daughter. 
Your daughter will always need you, and hopefully you will take this 
opportunity to be there for her. The realizations you have made while 
locked up will be good inspiration. Now is the time to change! 



A Smarter Way 

When I'm in my room what I think about is a smarter way 
to get money that ain't going to put me in jail. The first 
time I came to the hall I didn't even like thinking about 
the outs, 'cause that shhh be making me hella mad. 

-Dirty D 

From The Beat: What are some of the smarter ways of making money 
that you've come up with? A part time job, or if you're thinking in long 
terms, what about ^n education that will get you better work and a real 
career in the future? You already know of course, that there^ no way to 
make your money smart if it isn't also le 
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Good News 

Last night I got interviewed from a group home. 
Everything went coo. At the end, the group home director 
asked the other staff what they thought 'bout me and if 
they want to accept me to the program... 

I was hella nervous, palms sweatin' and heart 
poundin'. I didn't know what to expect. They finally 
came to an answer: "We will get back at you." I was like, 
damn. 

Now I was waitin'. A day went by, my PO came to see 
me today to give me the good news. I got accepted to the 
group home! I was hella happy now. I'm leavin on October 
1, 2007. Now that I will be out, I can see the birth of my 
son. 

Some people might not know how that feels, but some 
might. It feels good, to tell you the truth. Now, I don't have 
to live the rest of my life knowin' that I wasn't gon' be 
there. Now nobody can tell me "you weren't there." That's 
coo. 

Well that's all the good news I thought I should share. 
With that done and said let me close this piece with full 
fashion I entered in. 

-Soldier 

From The Beat: This is great news! Consider this turn of events to be 
sktt opportunity, and please taice steps in your life to maice sure that 
you don't miss stny other major milestones in your son^ life. Freedom is 
precious. We hope that you will resist the temptation to run from your 
group home. Do a good program, and start looking for a job to support 
your new family. 



This Time 



I hope tomorrow when I go to court I get out so I could 
change my life around and stay away from people that's 
going to get me back into this situation. 

Another thing also if I even think about doing 
something bad like for example rob someone, or smoke 
weed and violate my probation, etc. Anything like that, 
I'm gonna think back like, "do I wanna really spend the 
rest of my life behind bars? The answer is no." 

This time, I'm gonna make right choices, go to school, 
respect my father and mother, and don't be a follower. I 
came to the conclusion that it's not hard to do good, it's 
whether you wanna do it or not, and how bad you want to 
doit. 

-Jesse 

From The Beat: You have a good plan. Hopefully you will get to see 
your piece in print and keep it, so that it can inspire you when you feel 
tempted by old habits. 



Hope or No Hope 

I feel like I have no hope, but at the same time I feel like 
I have hope because even though I'm young I still got a 
chance because I got a whole life ahead of me. 

Sometimes I feel I have no hope because of the life I 
live and shhh I did and been through. 

Sometimes I feel like I have hope because of my 
family and friends that keep me motivated. 

I feel like I have hope because of where I'm from. 
It's hard fo' a lil' hitter like me to change, because I love 
everything about my block. 

I either have hope or no hope. 

-Lil' Laron 

From The Beat: Well, if you love your block, don't you want to live to be 
old enough to see it thrive? Do you love it enough to help keep it clean, 
keep it safe, make it a better place for the little kids growing up there 
now? If you feel hope, and if you feel love for where you are from, you 
could put them together and a find a totally new "out of the box" way 
to love your block. 
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Tiie Greatest Tliiog Aboot Me Tiiat Nobody 
Kflows Ufltil Now 

The greatest thing about me is that I graduated high 
school. And that I'm really looking forward to going to 
college. Most people in here already know about this, but 
my friends on the outs don't. I never told them because I 
don't want them making fun of me. 

I want to make my mom proud. I don't want to do it 
for my mom, I want to do it for myself so I can have a good 
job when I get done with college. 

I'm going to Wyotech and I should be attending as 
of me being in here. I want to be able to take care of my 
mom and my family if I have one. I'm looking forward of 
having one, too. So these are the few things I haven't told 
anybody but I'm willing to begin, starting with The Beat. 

-Eli 

From The Beat: We are honored that you chose to reveal your hopes and 
dreams in The Beat. Next step: make your plan. Ask your P.O. for help 
in communicating with your school so that you remain in good academic 
standing. Do what you need to do for financial aid paperwork. Keep 
your head up, and stay focused on your goals! 
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Heep Tbooglits 

I live deep within the belly of the beast, 

evil puppets run amuck, equipped with demon and 

leash. 

The stomach acid threatens to kill, but hunger 

pains give me chills, do I bottle some acid to 

use it as a tool, manipulating the puppets the 

leashes pull. It's so easy, I've created a game, 

leading them to the lake of propane. But now I 

notice changes from deep inside, my emotions fade 

when each one dies. I have only an ounce left, 

it's such a shame, how devious thoughts control 

my brain. I reflect in the mirror and realize, 

the demons and I are one in the same... 

But why is it they chant my name? 

Possibly because I dominate the game in all aspects, 

or do they praise me like ancient Aztecs? 

You wouldn't believe the sorrow I bring. 

The price of pain? 

The demon king? 

Whatever it is it feels so sweet. 

To control everything within the belly of the beast. 

-Sticky 

From The Beat: We eagerly await your poems every week. This one 
really stuck with this editor, after multiple readings, thinking about 
the battles and manipulations we engage in with our own minds, with 
ourselves... Sometimes poetry mysteriously, miraculously, comes out of 
that struggle. 



Tboogbts 



What makes me think out the box: I have a lot of 
memories that I keep me going. I try to think of the things 
I could do to let time pass. 

My dream vacation: I would want to go to Medellin 
in Columbia to see what every thing be like. And I would 
want to go to Brazil and China. 

Man I miss my dawg. My role model was killed, I seen 
him two days before he got killed I felt like they took apart 
of me Rest In Paradise Kevin Sharp Forever. 

-Young Mari 

From The Beat: In the first two parts of this piece, we see your 
imagination trying to escape this place...and in the second, we see your 
thoughts drawn to what you've lost. We're so sorry you lost someone 
you cared about. Would you consider writing up a piece for the Beat 
telling us all what he was like? Think of it sk% a way of memorializing 
and honoring all he meant to you. Peace. 
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Dream Vacation: Mexico ^^^< [ My Hood Family is My Reai Family 



My dream vacation is to get out of jail and go to Mexico. 
I say this because I would get out of trouble by staying off 
of the streets and come back to the united states when I 
learned from my mistakes. 

The only thing that I would do is kick it and chill with 
nothing around me. There would be no distractions so 
that would get me out of trouble. I would probably stay 
with my grandparents and work for my grandpa, so he 
can chill for a good minute while I do his daily routine. 

-Eric 

From The Beat: A dream vacation of peace and honest work for someone 
you care about, that's deep. Sounds like you've got reai love for your 
grandfather. What is he lilce, what has he taught you about life... what 
lessons have you learned from him? 



Too Mocii Advice 



Everybody always seems like they have the most advice 
to give, especially when they see you in a place like jail. 
But most of the time they aren't telling me anything that 
I haven't just learned from experience. 

A lot of wise people do have a lot of good advice about 
life lessons to give, but I've learned how to tell BS from 
the real. 

-Jarell 

From The Beat: The other problem with advice (even though we know 
we give it at The Beat too), is that it's easy to give, harder to follow. And 
really, in the end, we all make our oiwn decisions, our oiwn mistakes and 
our own changes. You say you can tell BS from the real... but how? 



My Fscapes 

Look, when I think about the outs is when I'm asleep. 
I think about my mom, my twin and my friends, some of 
them. 

When I'm thinking about the outs is when I'm looking 
at my pictures and writing my family. 

That gets my mind out of the box. Oh yeah, and when 
I get a letter or if I'm talking to my mom or girl or when 
I'm on the field. 

-Derrick 

From The Beat: You already know what heals you and soothes you: The 
people you love, thinking about your family, and playing sports... these 
are all positive. Do you think that all this positive could help you fight 
against the negative things that get you in trouble? We hope so, we 
believe in the end that love is the strongest weapon. 



FF 



What's up Beat, it's Lil Capy, writing to you from camp. 
Well I'm just right here with the homies, doing my time. 
I'll probably be out in five months and then I'll be back in 
the streets with my real family, my "hood family" so I can 
be doing my thang. 

I'm going to try to stay out of trouble by doing my 
stuff smart and not getting caught, because I'm going to 
be 18 already, and there ain't going to be no more hall for 
me, because I'm tired of being in and out of the hall. I'm 
trying to be with my hood family! 

-Lil' Capy 

From The Beat: This piece really made u% want to know more about your 
personal situation. What is your biological family like? Do you really 
feel like they are "less" your family than the people you run the streets 
with? Or is the situation more complicated than that? Would you break 
it down for The Beat? Because we know a lot of your fellow readers and 
writers feel the same way you do. 



Camp Life: Don't Cut! 
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Well here I am once again at Camp Sweeney. This is 
my second program at camp, and it is really boring. The 
first time I came here it was way better than this time. 
Because the first time I was able to experience camp from 
my own eyes. It's a lot of people here who really got on 
my nerves. It seems like everybody always tries to get on 
my bad side. I don't let that bother me, because as soon 
as I get my home pass, the sooner I could get away from 
all these ignorant people. Over here we do basically the 
same stuff every day. And some of these staff really try 
to mess up your program up here. 

Sometimes I wish that I was in a different program, but 
at the same time it's a lot of open space. It is way better 
than being locked up in that boring room at the hall. At 
least you can wear personal shoes and your parents can 
bring you some real food from the outside. 

Every night I dream about being back in West Oakland 
with my patnas, posted up on the block real hard. All I'm 
trying to say is that if you get sent here, do your program. 
Don't cut. 

-Lil' Marcus 

From The Beat: Good advice Marcus, and we hope everyone who reads 
this remembers what you are saying. But then you write that you can't 
wait to be posted up on the block "real hard" and that means that you 
may be headed right back to camp or much worse. This piece is so well- 
written and thoughtful, but maybe it's time you started thinking longer 
term, aiming higher, imagining a real future for yourself! 



\\\i To Write 



The greatest thing about me is that I like to write and talk 
about what I want to do. I like to write about things that 
are interesting. I like to write about my life sometimes. 
I think I have a lot of great things about me, but I just 
haven't found most of them! But I just found out I like to 
write. I like to write what's on my mind no matter what it 
is. If I feel like I need to express how or what is going on, 
I just write it down. 

I like to write letters to my girlfriend. I like to write 
love letters to her. I really like to tell her how I really feel. 
I think I can write how I feel better than I can tell. So I 
just write. I try to write poems. Sometimes I just write 
whatever, it don't matter what it is. Maybe I like to write 
because my mom likes to write. She made me write short 
stories when I was little. But I think that's the greatest 
thing about me. 

-Lil' Zole 

From The Beat: You know that you've got a home for your writing in 
The Beat - not just while you're in here but for ^% long ^% you want to 
send u% your work! We're looking forward to sk% much of it sk% you are 
ready to share! 



Keeping Focus 

What takes my mind off of being where I'm at? It's the 
shhh I do while I'm in here, lie when I think about my 
situation I get hella mad, so I try not to think about it. 
I would read a good book then when I finish I would get 
another one and stay focused while I'm in here. Or I 
would write raps or do other shhh to keep my mind off 
my case. 

I just be thinking about hella shhh that ain't about 
why I'm in here. And I use my time wisely I don't just sit 
in here even though I'm wastin' time, I put my mind to 
work and always learn stuff. But this ain't cool. Ninjas in 
here be hella fake. 

I'm just gon' do my time and get out so I could do my 
thang. I'm missing too much shhh right now. I could be 
doing hella shhh. 

-Roland 

From The Beat: Uh oh, that last line scared u%, because we really hope 
you're not planning on doing the kind of stuff that got you in here in 
the first place. You say you want to do "your thang." But do you have 
a new thang - one you can do that keeps you legit, positive, and out 
of these walls? 
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Clean Water and Five Star Hotels \ [ 

Dream vacation is to go away to a island somewhere with 
me, my family (mom, brother, cousin), and my girl. 

The island water is gon' be so clean that I be able to 
see the bottom of the sea. Then it's gon' be a buffet where 
they gone make every type of food a fat man can think 
of. 

Then I'm gonna be in a fancy five star hotel. I'm gonna 
be in the penthouse with the biggest TV on the planet, 
with PS3 playing Madden '08. 

Then after I go deep sea divin', the drive around the 
town and explore the jungles of the island. Then I me, and 
my girl later the night have a little something to drank. 

-Richard 

From The Beat: You could make a vacation like this come true. Maybe 
not at a fancy five star hotel, but the real joy of this vacation comes 
from being with your loved ones in a beautiful exotic place, imagine 
just how incredible it would be to take everyone on a vacation with 
money you've saved from a legit job - a vacation the police and the 
system could never take away from you! 



Stressin' at Camp 
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What's up Beat Within! This is Aboo over here in camp, 
chillin' with my homeboys. 

And I'm stressing cause my baby momma is pregnant. 
And all I'm going to do is finish camp and to be with my 
family, my baby mama, and my son. And to chill with my 
potnas. And I hope my homeboy E get released and to 
keep his head up. And RIP Los and RIP Dash, and RIP 
TWin, I will never forget them. Rest in Paradise. 

Well see ya later Beat Within, I'll still be here in camp, 
trying to finish this for I could be with my baby mama and 
my family. 

-Aboo 

From The Beta: This is some stress for real, and we can see how it would 
put the pressure on. Now you're living for your family which depends 
on you, not just for yourself. What kinds of thoughts and dreams do 
you have about the future? Maybe this little bit of time is a blessing in 
disguise - because it does give you time to reflect and plan, and even 
study so you can get that good job and education when you get out! 
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The greatest thing about me is that I am really smart in 
school. I don't like to tell or show people that I am really 
smart. Like if people really know, they'll think I'm a nerd 
and start talking a lot of BS. And when that happens, I get 
mad and end up getting in trouble for something stupid 
I did. 

Another thing is that I kinda like more people out of 
my race than other people like me. It has been like that 
since I was a little kid. 

Anybody who has been knowing me since I was a 
little kid can tell you that I always hang out with more 
Mexicans (except my family). 

-Marcus 

From The Beat: it says a lot of things about how messed up America 
is right now that anyone should feel they have to hide being smart. 
Actually we wish people didn't need to hide anything: Being smart, being 
gay, being religious, being NOT religious, being poor, being talented, 
being anything that formed a part of who they were. We frankly think 
you should be proud of who you are, and being smart. If you wear your 
own self with confidence, other people will follow suit! 
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What The Walls Would Say 

If these walls could talk 

They'll say Boe you crazy. 

Ay the room goin' crazy 

To that new Jay-Z. 

The walls would say 

Boe "what you doin' in here bra bra?" 

And in reply I would say 

"Man just shut the hell up 

I'm 'bout to get out 

In a couple of days. 

On my first home pass 

I'm bout to get it kid. 

The walls would say 

"Boe you don't know me 

I say I don't wanna know you" 

'Bout to know ROP. 

-Boe 

From The Beat: You know ordinarily The Beat is all about keeping the 
peace. But if you want to hate on those walls, hate on them so much 
you never see them again, we will back you a hundred percent! 
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Yeah man me and all my 
No matter what we 
there fo' each other whe 
can always depend on ea 
solid. We all we got. 

From The Beat: The Pact. That 
and your boys, decided 'We all 
a miracle. Read it, and tell us v 


1 We Got ^ 

ninjas all we got. 
go through we gone always be 
ither we behind bars or not. We 
ch other because we all real and 

-LaReezy 

's a book about three men who, like you 
we got" and then turned it around into 
ifhat you thinic. 




The Walls Would Say... ^ 

What these walls would say if they could talk? 

They would say that half of these ninjas up in here nasty 

than a mother, jacking off to books wit' girls on them 

magazines! 

These walls would laugh at some ninjas up in here 

cause they be on some crazy ass shhh though. 

For me the walls would say that this lil' ninja go, for one 

'cause I be going stupid on them raps. 

The walls would also say that this lil' ninja trying to get 

his mind right because I stay reading long chapter books, 

reading the Dictionary. 

The walls would say I have really changed a whole 360 

turn for the better. 

They would also say this lil' ninja stay reading the Word 

(the Bible) and try to get his understanding. 

They would say I'm a strong lil' solider who can take this 

shhh and over come obstacles. 

They would also say this lil' ninja is ready to go home 

because this ain't no place for him he should be getting 

ready for school. 

-Kevin 

From The Beat: This makes u% wish these walls could testify on your 
behalf in court...Do you really feel like you've made that 180 turn in 
here? And if so that's great! Tell u% (and the walls) what your plan is for 
when you get out. 
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My dream vacation is to 
there and see how real i 
go over there with the' s 
else turn me on more t 
one of them beaches wi 
Coronas and eat some gc 
I really want to brin| 
there to the United Stat 
start saving up all my mo 
going to attract a lot of f( 

From The Beat: You'll never ma 
thug like thinking. Also, show 
yourself! 


exico "^ 

go to Mexico. I want to go over 
linjas are. I am not ashamed to 
exy Mexican girls. Don't nothing 
han a chola. I want to chill on 
th my Aamigos and drink some 
)od tortas. 

I a bad a Mexican girl from over 
es. When I get out, I'm going to 
ney and go over there. I know I'm 
^males to me, so I ain't trippin'. 
-Lil' Marcus 

ke it to Mexico if you still maintain that 
r some respect to the females sk% well sk% 
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Expensive Vacation 



^^1 [ First A Joi) Tiien Dream Vacation \ 



My dream vacation would be going to Mexico with my 
friends. I would bring five hundred dollars over there. Five 
hundred dollars over there is like five thousand here! I 
would be partying all night. I would talk to all the good 
lookin' females and sleep with them. I heard the parties 
over their be crackin. They be lasting for weeks that my 
dream vacation 

-Rodolfo 

From The Beat: If it^ all about the women, then you need to really 
save up and mature up! First, get off probation, go to school, get a good 
paying job and from there the world is yours! 



Dream Vacatinn To Spain 



My Dream Vacation is to go Spain and meet my favorite 
soccer player Ronaldhino ,but first I got to get out this 
place and never come back. 

I also want to become a soccer player play in Spain, 
but first I got to go to school and then never come back 
so I could accomplished my dream. 

-Marco 

From The Beat: Oh we love your dream! You have oiur support. Play 
soccer! It's a great sport. We hope you do get the chance to paly 
organized soccer, if it's here in the city or across seal Now go to school 
and play soccer on your free time! 
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My dream vacation is that I want to get a job because 
I am getting tired of going to jail and hitting licks and 
shhh. So when I get out I want to get a job, and maybe I 
can get good money and buy the stuff I want and buy, like 
a tight car. So I want a job that I can do right at. 

My dad said to me one day when am I'm go get a job, 
and I said, "I'm trying to look for a job." 

I am thinking to myself like when I get out first thing 
I'm going to get is a job and get money and help my family 
because I know my family is mad that I'm in jail but I'm 
gonna work it out with them. 

-Marquise 

From The Beat: Good for you in seeking work. If you need help give a 
call to The Beat Within we'd love to hire you for an after school gig! 



Cryin' All Night 

If these walls could talk I'd probably beat they ass. 

Because I hear ninjas all through the night cryin' an 
hella shhh. People talking to they self. 

-A 

From The Beat: The walls are witnesses to some of the daricest pain 
people can feel. 
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My Struggle 



People always think they know something about you but 
they really don't, they always talking behind your back. 
They smiling like it's all good. 

People always think they know why I do what I do, 
and they always think they know the real me, well the 
real me is shady so don't get on my bad side 'cause I'll 
handle what I got to handle. 

-Lil Damani 

From The Beat: No need to get crazy, it's only words, stay focus on 
bettering your life so you don't come back to the hall! 



Delia Mad 



Man what's up with it? This is Roland in this thang hella 
mad, they got the kid again on some BS. They trying to 
charge me with four different charges. Some of the shhh 
they just made up, so those two charges, that's gone get 
dropped off top. But them otha two charges they trying to 
get a ninja with. 

This ain't cool. I only been in here for three weeks, 
but I just got out of camp two months ago and that's why 
I'm hella mad. At least I was out on my birthday though, 
so that's cool. 

But this ain't cool. I ain't trippin' though -- the kid 
gon' be back soon. I'm gon' do me so y'all do y'all thang 
bra. 

-Roland 

From The Beat: Roland what's up with this revolving door BS? We feel 
you on the stress for these charges, but we also want to know what are 
you going to do this time around, to stop the cycle once and for all. 



ff 



The worst advice I had ever took was hittin' the weed. 
This had affected me because once I started smoking 
weed, I had stayed broke, and started getting in a lot of 
trouble, and stop going to school. 

The reason why I did, was because I had wanted to try 
it, and thought it couldn't hurt me. Now I regret it 'cause 
if I didn't smoke weed I wouldn't be in jail writing to the 
beat. This infected my family cause they started to not 
trust me, stop giving me money, and some started to stop 
talking to me. I learned, that once you hooked you would 
rob a ninja to get it. 

I realized it was a bad choice once I started spending 
all of my money on it, and spending all of my time on it. 

-Russell 



stressed or if you're nervous, it makes all that go away - temporarily. 
Now that you know that it hurts you - do you think you'll be able to 
give it up? Or do you think you will go right back to smoking again 
when you get the chance? 



Step Y'aii Jiame Up. Part 2 

Yeah man it's yo boy Reezy once again I just had to remix 
this thang because you dudes need to get on it. Why y'all 
out there half assin'. This shhh out here is real serious B 
ya'll need to get on ya'll shhh. 

I'm 'bout through with you dudes out there, doin 
them drive , step y'all game up, because where I'm from 
we don't get down like that B. 

We ain't takin' no mo' chances because we lost too 
many ninja's in this shhh. 

But back to you marks I'ma end this thang on this 
note step y'all game up, because this is real life B. I just 
had to put you dudes on Mac Blast. 

-Laron 

From The Beat: We love that passion to remix and restate this important 
message, but don't forget, people learn from what we do, not what we 
say. 



Listen Up! 

Whats good Beat! I just want to give advice to all people 
stuck behind walls and electric doors. Do your program 
without problems. When the staff gets on you just do 
what they say and obey. 

I want to give a shout out to my math teacher, Mr. 
White for helping me get back with long division, fo' sure! 
I'm out this G thang. 

-Young Droopy 

From The Beat: Oh yes, you need to let Mr. White know how much you 
appreciate his help and we do hope you get back on track in the school 
house too once you leave this jailhouse. 



1 
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Expectations 

There's always something or some situation in my way, 
also behind the situation it's the people. The people be 
the ones that's always hatin' or got some thing bad to say 
or sometime a comment that ain't good. 

All of them people that think they know something 
bout me they already wrong from the start. I'm gone to 
prove everybody wrong about me not in a negative way 
but positive, so my expectation won't be wrong but theirs 
will, that's how I'm goin to prove them wrong. 

-Marcus 

From The Beat: You're right, Marcus, no one can know who you really 
are except you - though we do hear a new Beat Topic coming out of this 



piece. Here's a topic just for you: 
he about?" 



"Who is the real Marcus, and what is 



If These Walls Could Talk 



If these walls could talk 

They would tell about ninjas jackin' off 

Ninjas be in they room stressed the hell out 

'Cause they don't have no idea when they getting out 

If these walls could talk we would have somebody to talk 

back to. 

I wonder what they would reply when I tell them my 

situation 

Maybe they gon' answer "be strong and patient" 

But that's hard for some who ain't going to a group 

home like me So they gotta sit in they rooms till they 

court date to see. 

-Dirty D 

From The Beat: We like the idea of the walls being on the side of the 
youth, instead of on the side of the system! it's like how could they see 
what the youth go through and not feel sympathy! 



A Mexlcao Holiday 



My dream vacation is to go to Mexico and visit my family 



long time since I have talked to them. 

I would like to go visit them and I will stay over their 
for like five months and than come back and just go to 
school and studies. 

-Ernesto 

From The Beat: A holiday to visit family is the best. We hope you succeed 
at this vacation. 



The Love I Have For Family 

I think the greatest thing about me is how much I love 
my family. I never really talk to people about how much I 
love them but in my heart, I love my family. 

My mom she puts food on the table and clothes on 
my back, and shoes on my feet. All families have 

family disputes, but when my family have arguments or 
disagreements, no matter how mad we be at each other 
we still have love and still respect each other. 

When I'm in trouble or need assistance, I could talk to 
my mom, grandma, and aunties and uncles and cousins, 
that's an advantage I have, that's why I appreciate my 
family so much. Like for instance, while I'm in here, my 
mom comes to every court date and to every visit, because 
she loves me and will never give up on me no matter what 
I do " I love my family" I am proud to say that. 

-Fred 

From The Beat: You are very fortunate to have such a loving and 
supportive family. Now it should be e^%y for you to understand the 
need to get your life back on track so you do not have to worry your 



Most People Hofl't Kflow... 

...I know how to play the drums. 

From The Beat: Heh - they do now. 



\ 



-Ricardo 



The Wall 
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Look we was talking about that earlier! When we be up 
in our room what do they walls say? 

Well look at this, what the walls tell me. 

The wall don't lie. The walls tell me shhh I don't want 
to hear. The walls make me think about a lot 

The wall give me props 

When I'm reading the wall tell me don't stop doing my 
push ups when I'm about to stop. 

Wait, it's not the wall telling me shhh! 

That's me talking to my self in my head. 

-TwinOne 

From The Beat: It sounds like the wall is the best side of you talking to 
you - the side with strength, and hope, and positivity, saying don't quit 
no matter what. We don't care where that voice is coming from, so long 
sk% you keep listening to it! 



Wheo Ho Yoo Need Someooe To Love? 

When do you need someone to love? 

Long lonely nights and no one to hug. 

When do you need someone to love? 

On a school dance with no one to talk to, kiss or hold 

When do you need someone to love 

When you crying or have no date 
When do you need someone to love 

-Lil' Dauce 

From The Beat: We all need someone to love, and like you say in this 
poem, we need it even more when we're feeling lonely or down. 
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This Life 



no body know nothing 
this shhh get hectic every day 

trust me I know 

you want to live for a moment 

Lord knows you gon'die. 

But you got to stay getting active 

because this what you 'bout 

this what you know 

I wasn't born with no rocks in my mouth. 

But my ninjas know what I'm 'bout 

getting money 

this all I know 

this all I ever know. 

These streets will kill you. 

But this feeling that they give you make you feel so good 

power 

girls 

guns 

the money 

shhh, this good enough 

if I was rich it would be something different 

I mean you just got to get what you want in this world 

that shines. 

If you can't shine shhh you might as well kill, not really, 

but this the way I feel bout this shhh. 
If all the women don't know me all the ninjas gon' know 

me. 

-Lil' Dirt 

From The Beat: You deliver a hard hitting piece here. It makes us sad 
due to the fact that you are so willing to give your life to the hood and 
the prison system! Wake up young homie, you can take another route! 
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I think the greatest thing about me is how much I love my 
family. The love I got for them is unconditional, because 
they always have food for me and clothes. My parents gave 
me a brother and a sister for me to show them how to act, 
and I must show my family how much I love them. 

First, we have to ask God for wisdom to do and 
understand the right things, I have kept these to myself 
because if you show other people the things you know 
about how much you love your family they might say, 
"ooo! Shut- up!" Some like to try to embarrass you so 
it's better to keep it for yourself. 

Thank you for coming again David, see you next 
week 

-Marco 

From The Beat: Some things do not need to be told and simply shown 
by your actions. We hope the day comes soon when you really can show 
your family how much you cherish and love them. 
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Walls See All 



Walls see all. 

They don't tell lies. 

They know you did 10 pushups. 

Instead of 25. 

Walls see all. 
Square and complete. 

Ifwall could talk. 
That would be neat. 

My wall is a gang banger. 

That's a fact. 

He's an international gangster. 

With a cross on his back. 

My wall is deaf. 

He makes no sound. 

No one to talk to. 

No one around. 

My wall is a (explicit) 
That's what's up. 

All he ever did 
Was lock me up. 

-Batman 

From The Beat: Wait, wait, wait!! The wall locked you up? Tell u% more, 
we don't believe it. 



The last time I said! love you 
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The last time I said I love you was before I got here, to 
my mom and my girlfriend, it was hard and it still is until 
this day. Every time I get to hear their voices it makes me 
happy and laugh 

-Lil' Dauce 

From The Beat: Yes familiar loving voices make u% happy, and also sad 
when we know we can't be with them because of a poor choice. 



Walls: You Could Do Better 



If these walls could talk they would say you don't belong 
here. Why are you here, you are smarter than this. I hear 
you speak, write and spit, you should be on TV making 
your mommy proud, not making these bad decisions! 
I -Majia 

I From The Beat: What would you answer the walls, if this is what they 
I were saying? 



Wall Of Palo 



If these walls could talk they will tell a story of pain 

going to jail over stupid things, 

it's sad to see young people in so much pain, 

as I was growing up I thought I'd never would get into 

these type of things, 

its so sad 

a kid growing up with no dad and ending up in here 

sheding tears behind these walls 

late nights 

lonely 

as you think of your love ones 

this fast life brings nothing but trouble 

playing with guns 

by doing that your path ends here behinds these walls 

tell a story of trials and tribulations 

the money will come so just have patience 

-Jojo 

From The Beat: So many sad stories in the hall. Time is now to mature 
up and maice better choices about your life, otherwise bacic you go! 



Police Type Walls 



If these walls could talk they'd be tellin' on us. The 
police would be in here every day of the week. I wouldn't 
trust no walls, especially in jail. They would probably 
work with da feds. Talkin' walls sound like 5-0 to me. If 
da walls could talk, I'm tellin' you the police set that up! 

-Lil' Loe 

From The Beat: You know you are the very first person so far that took 
this point of view - so far everyone has %een the walls ^% something 
that would be on the side of the youth... feeling their pain and trying 
to share it with the world. This is skn original and imaginative (and 



I Stay Alone 

Most of the people I hang around with think I am kind of 
slow, but the thing is that the trick about it is that I act 
like this because I want to know who is my real partner, 
who really is your friend but the thing is that you don't 
have truth friends. In this world if you look at me you 
know I am locked up by myself. And nobody sends me a 
letter to say at least "what's up, or how you been, but it's 
cool though, that's why I be by myself. 

-Carlos 

From The Beat: Best to you in figuring out who you should be with and 
who you should stay away from. 
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I'm In Here 



The greatest thing that nobody knows about me, is the 
only thing they know about me is I'm in here with them 
doing probly the same time that they doin', so basically 
they don't know me. The only thing that they don't know 
about me is when I get out I'm trying to do good on the 
outs. I want ya'U to know I don't like being here but this 
is a place where people do bad thangs. I'm one of the bad 
persons that did a bad thang. So I'm here so I am going to 
do my time and go and never look back at this. 

-Shawn Budd 

From the Beat: Good for you in getting your life right, it^ not going 
to be easy, but you see now you don't belong in the criminal justice 
system! 



Shoes coM he stMcK with 

A smell Iff It, that if on can 't 

^et rid of, that ca^ he life 



Some Get The Word Love 
Mixed Up With Like 

What's good Beat? The reason why I say that is because a 
lot of people say I love you, and then when he or she does 
something wrong, they say the word I hate you or don't 
talk to me no more. The most used word for young people 
or is "it's over." Most of the time they don't mean it. Or 
they say they do when the truth is they don't. 

Me and my girlfriend had this problem for weeks 
and months. We figured out what it was - it was that we 
couldn't trust each other. So we swore not to cheat or 
have sex wit' no one until we broke up, and that we would 
never lie about important stuff that should be talked 
about. Ever since then, we been together for three years. 
Fm 16 and livin' good, besides bein' in here. I'm gone. 

-Lil' Deuce 

From The Beat: it's good that you and your girl worked your problems out 
- and we do think that most of the drama that happens in relationships 
comes from the lying. It looks like honesty brought the two of you 



RIP Ant 

Yeah it's your boy Turk. I'm still in here hella mad. My 
ninja Ant got killed a few weeks ago, and I'm still mad and 
stressed out about that. 

That was my ninja. We bust thangs together, cried 
together, got high together, got money together. We did 
hella shhh together, and it's messed up because I was 
in here, and never got to say goodbye or I love you brah, 
and that's really eatin' at me. And staff thinkin' I'm bein' 
disrespectful, and I don't give a damn. 

But I really just miss my ninja. But anyways I'm sick 
of these ninjas comin' here for these punk ass cases. RIP 
Ant, I love you ninja. Keep it poppin' for when I get up 
there. 

-Turk 

From The Beat: The way we see it, you, and all the other young people 
who loved Lil' Ant need to find a way to mark his death by living large. 
And by that we mean having big lives - full of success, and freedom, 
realizing all the great potentials you have. Imagine if you, pushed 
past this drama and became a leader in the community: Picture yourself 
sk% a lawyer, who just defended a young kid from the streets and helped 
him beat his case. Imagine walking out of the court room in your three 
piece suit, looking up at the sicy and saying "Ant, that was for you." 
THAT'S how you keep it poppin'. 



My Shoes 
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Shoes can tell it all. 

They can walk on the 

Bottom of your feet, walking 

In all kinds of stuff 

On the ground, your shoes can 

Be your life story how your 

Shoes could be stuck with 

A smell in it, that you can't 

Get rid of, that can be life 

Stuck with a problem you can't 

Get rid of, the more you try to 

Take that problem away the more 

You have it in your life 

-Vincent 

From The Beat: Yes shoes are like a life story. Nice job with the metaphor 
of life and shoes. Now handle your problems and get it right!! 
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girl when I was on the phone with her when she said it 
was over with me and her. She said she was "sorry," and 
I said, "I love you, it's okay baby." I then said, "that's how 
you feel?" 

She said, "no." 

I said, "I love you." 

She said, "I love you." 

That's the last time I said I love you. That's it Beat 
gone. 

-Domwezzy 

From The Beat: Best of luck with your relationship. It's a lot of work, 
especially when you find your self distracted and/or incarcerated. Do 
what^ best for you and her! 
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The greatest thing about me that people don't know is 
that I have much respect for people. They just don't know 
because of the way I dress and talk, so they be like do 
you got respect for people, and it's like yup I do, I just be 
playing a lot. 

Don't get me wrong, I do it both ways but that's not 
the greatest thing about me. Really it is basketball. I love 
playing and getting 5 on 5. I like to play doin' good. 

Just because I am Asian and look Mexican don't 
mean I don't know how to play. Black people ain't the 
only ones. Tell you the truth, people who watch me play 
say I am good at it. 

-P 

From The Beat: Hell yeah, if sknyone tries to tell you Asians can't play, 
just remind them about Yao Ming! And in general, we hope you never 
listen when stnyone tells you you "can't" do anything. 
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fiomies don't Know. Show 
tfOMr respect and tfOMll get 
treated with respect 



Walls Could Talk 

If walls could talk 

They would be able 

To tell your whole 

Life story better while your incarcerated 

Than you can, and can 

Tell what time you 

Do stuff in your room. 

Time when you wake up 

Or go to sleep, what time 

You piss, what time your 

Attitude change, and so on 

Walls could be your 

Best friend while your 

Incarcerated only if 

They could talk. sa 

-Vincent "" 

From The Beat: Yes the walls of the hall have %een plenty, and only if 
these wise walls would talk, would you listen? 



Show Respect to Get Respect 

What's up Beat, this is your boy Rascal, just letting 
you know that it's easy to be on the streets. And people 
be talkin' shhh, but when you come in here, they don't 
know. They think they big and bad, but they ain't shhh. 

Where I come from, homies don't play. Don't mess 
with them, and when you end up in prison you will have 
to pick a side. You have to pick homies you trust and you 
have to put in work too if you know what I mean. Homies 
don't know. Show your respect and you'll get treated with 
respect. 

-Rascal 

From The Beat: The saddest part of this piece is when you write "When 
you end up in prison" It's like instead of seeing a big future full of 
possibility, you've already let your metal horizons shrink down to the 
few city blocks you are talking about... and you %sk^ "When" you get in 
prison, ^% if you are doomed to this future and have no other choices. 



ABeaotiful Girl... 
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My friend - a very good friend that I wanted for a very 
beautiful girl that had me flendin' from the first time I 
saw her. 

I had to choose between her and her friend, who was 
just as beautiful. So what to do, try and be a pimp. But 
bra I didn't want to play them girls, there were something 
special. So before I could make my decision, I got put in 
here. So I'm here thinking what to do. But I know I won't 
take them for granted when I get out. 

-Young Plesher 

From The Beat: You got locked up right in the middle of a romantic 
cliffhanger! Have you made up your mind yet? Are you writing to both 
of them, or just one? The way we look at it, this gives you even more of 
a motivation to stay out of jail once you are released, right? 



True Love 



Gurl you know you know 

You my everything 

I'm locked up stressing 

I'm filled wit' pain 

I let it drain when I hear your voice 

I made a decision 

You my lovely choice 

And it's so deep like makin' love 

And you're so precious like a star above 

Now that is love that's so unique 

And this is love I wrote in ink 

Now come on girl come follow me 

Take you somewhere nice where you supposed to be 

Chillin' wit' me on da beach 

Gotchu in my arms where you belong to me. 

-Weezy 

From The Beat: It's nice to see a poem like this coming from you - the 
softer side of Weezy. Is this for one special girl, or is it skn "all-purpose" 
I poem? 



Family First 

Sitting in here, wasting time 

Feel like someone dropped a dime 

A few ninjas in here doin' hard time 

Most in here for petty crime 

I hate to see my ninjas comin' here 

Why, cause in life we have no fear 

One of my ninjas doin' 36 years? 

Will he do the whole 36, I don't know. 

But that was the best deal the DA could throw 

-Lil' Walt 

From The Beat: You sure you really wasting time/Check out the power 
in your rhymes/If you think of it sk% rest for your mind/A chance to plan 
a way out of crime/At the county hotel for free, no rent/It^ on you to 
make this time well spent. 



DoH*t get me wrong, I do It 
hoth waifs hnt that's not 
the greatest thing ahont me. 
Keallif It Is hasKethall I love 
plaifing and getting 5 on 5. 
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My Dream Vacation 

My dream vacation is to go to Hawaii with my family. 
I've heard it's pretty fun to be out there where no one 
knows you and to go to the beach and look at the pretty 
ladies. And also, to meet new people. And I would like to 
get some flowers laid around my neck, if you know what 
I mean. 

-Jose 

From The Beat: We think we know what you mean. And we can tell you 
- Hawaii is very beautiful. We hope your dream vacation happens. 



My Son 



Well, I can talk about my son. I got more pictures of him. 
He is getting so big. It sucks that I have to meet my son 
through pictures, but it's all right. I only have five more 
months to go before I get out. Alrato. 

-Bugsy 

From The Beat: We suggest you read your way to freedom. Have you 
read up on good fathering techniques? There are lots of good books 
about being a good dad. 
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My Buddy Denois 

The first time I saw Dennis I knew we had a lot in 
common. He comes here every Friday with a big smile on 
his face. He's a good guy. He is my best friend in here. I've 
been here for nine months and I've known him for that 
long and he's always nice to me. He gives me Ricolas and 
oranges (that look like lemons). Well, that's it for today. 
I just wanted to tell you guys about this wonderful man. 
You should get to know him. 

From The Beat: We're sure he is humbled by your kind words. Dennis, 
like all The Beat staff, considers it a privilege to spend time with you 
guys. 





My Wish 

I have a wish... 

that my time will go by like a race. 

I'm curious to see how my time will go. 

I hear the crickets at night. 

It's a very good rhythm, 

almost like music. 

If a miracle happens, I'll be out 

early next year. My institutionalized time 

will vanish like ashes in the wind. 

-Buddha 

From The Beat: Hey, you're a poet. We hope you're saving the terrific 
pieces you've been writing for The Beat. We hope that 'miracle' happens 
for you. 



Why Try 



Why try anymore? I try my hardest to do good, but every 
time I'm ready to change, probation comes with bad 
news. And then I lose faith in myself. So, I'm not trying 
anymore. I'm done. I have to go to ranch for 12 months. 
The system thinks I'm a vicious animal but the system 
helped to make me who I am. 

-K 

From The Beat: Hey, we know you, and this is not the best you speaking. 
Please do not give up. You've written this at a low point. Everything 
changes, especially bad moods. So, breath deeply and keep your mind 
focused on what you need to do to create the good life you deserve. 
There are good people, everywhere. You may need to ask for some help. 
That's a sign of strength and wisdom, not weakness. Do not give up. Too 
much is at stake, K Man. Stick with it. 
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Not A Life To Live 
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I wanna go home. Just ready to get out, that's all. Fm 
not happy; it's not a life to live. I'm not ever coming here 
again. I'm ready to eat some KFC. I wanna breathe the air 
outside and sleep in my own room. I miss using my own 
phone when I want, and calling who I want. 

-John'Ta 

From The Beat: Of course you miss your freedom and your independence, 
which are priceless. But wanting to be home and free is different from 
being "ready to get out." What maices you ready? What will be different 
about your life when you leave this place? if nothing is different, you 
can expect the same results. 



He May Tiiioii I Doo't Love Him 
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I feel like I hurt his feelings 

I sit and think about him when I'm chillin'. 

He may think I don't love him, but I do. 

No matter what he still go' be my boo! 

Oh yes how I feel is so true! 

Sometimes I feel like Lil' Wayne 

"They cannot see me, they are like Stevie!" 

But I know he'll see deep down in my heart 

And how, regardless, we'll never be apart. 

I love you. Stink! 

-Donna 

From The Beat: We don't Icnoiv if you hurt his feelings or not, but be 
careful not to build a world in your mind that may not exist outside. 
It's easy to get so lonely when you're locked up that you don't want to 
think about the problems you had in the relationship, but only the good 
things. But if you truly never want to be apart, then you're going to 
have to figure out a way to stay out of places like t his. 



My Littie Sister 

What up. Beat? Dis Papa Duce! The greatest thing about 
me that nobody knows is that I have a little sister named 
Diana, and if I was at home, she'll be at my room door, 
saying, "Let me in. I got to get something." So I let her in 
and she just run in an' get my PSP an' say, "Can I please 
play?" I say, "Yeah, get out." Then she say, "Thank you," 
and I say, "My stuff bet not be broke when you get done 
wit' it." 

So, Beat, what up? 

-Papa Duce! 

From The Beat: You could have shared more about your little sister than 
this little bit. We bet the thing you don't know about her is that she is 
asking every day where her big brother is, and when will he be home... 
for good! 



Sometiiing That I Wanted But Never Got 

Well, I remember one Christmas, we were telling our 
mother and stepfather what we wanted for that holiday. 
Mind you, we always got what we wanted, but my momma 
had this extra-ass child named Heaven, my little sister. 
She is a few years younger than me. I wanted this beautiful 
dollhouse, but the catch was that Heaven wanted the 
same damn house, so we both couldn't get it because we 
did not want to share. 

Don't get me wrong, I love my lil' sister, but that's all I 
do is love her. I didn't want that lil' girl getting my house, 
but at the end she got it and I didn't. I got other shhh, so 
that was that. 

-Cindy 

From The Beat: Yeah, watching or younger siblings get things and 
attention we also want can be a real pain! But why would you describe 
your sister sk% skn "extra-ass child"? Isn't every child a precious gift? 
We sure hope you find a way to stay home when you get out of this 
situation, so you can give your little sister the love and guidance only 
a big sister can provide. 
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My Time Capsuie 
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In my time capsule, I would put a picture of all my loved 
ones in there and something that they gave to me that 
means something to me. Pictures of all of them and just 
memories that are special. 

-Stacey 

From The Beat: What would have made this a much stronger piece 
would have been some examples of things your loved ones have given 
you that mean something special to you. You gave us two sentences in 
an hour's workshop. You can do better. 



No New Siioes For Me 



One of my shoes stories is when I was in the fifth grade, 
I had the Jordan 8s on my feet, and I had got in trouble 
in school, and my mom told me that if I get in trouble, 
I would be wearing the shoes for a whole two grading 
periods, and I did. 

-BR 

From The Beat: The problem with writing about all three topics is that 
you can only give us one or two sentences per topic. We would prefer if 
you chose just one topic to write about, but write a whole lot more than 
you were able to do. Pick one topic and fill in all the details. 



For Tliose Wlio Are Reai 

You talk the most but can't hold the toast 

It's sickening, the fact that you think you can roast 

'Cause off the top I'ma do my thang fa sho.' 

Forget females 

Who can't even hold they own 

Real Recognize Real 

For y'all who real, y'all know the deal 

It's so simple and plain. 

If you think about it. 

It might drive you insane 

So real, peep this 'cause I'm just trying to give you some 

game 

Pimping don't stop and keep on limping 

Or else you will be slipping 

-Cinnamon 

From The Beat: How can you tell when someone is "real"? How do you 
recognize this quality in others? Do you think it's harder to be "real" 
when you're in here than when you're out there? Why do some others 
make you so angry? If you really are stronger than they are, why not 
share your strength with them? 



Fver Be Free 



I'm real irritated 

My whole mind is in a different place 

Don't know what to think. 

My mind is ready to sink 

Not happy but stressed. 

Angry, scared of this place 

With no freedom 

Will I ever be free? 

See the light and be able to see? 

Where to start or my beginning 

Can't concentrate on my life, 

I feel like I want to cry but I'm breathing. 

My blood is pumpin', but I can't, I'm stuck. 

Can't move, I wanna fly. 

God, can you help me and change the court's mind? 

-Lucero 

From The Beat: Is it possible that God is already trying to help you by 
making you think deeply about your own contribution to where you are. 
We would be stressed to be locked up, too, so are you thinking about 
changing anything about your life to make sure that you are never in 
this position again? 
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What Do You Do For Despeot? 

What you do for respect? 

Ride wit' yo' homie 

Let people know your name 

But when dey know yo' name 

Now they ready ta kill you 

Sometimes you got yo' thang 

Sometimes you don't 

And when you don't 

They catch you slippin' 

Some people think 

Stayin' on tha block 

Means they can't get shot 

But most of everybody 

Die on the block 

Mostly all my dead homies 

Died on da block 

So what that tell someone 

When you treat life like a toy? 

You get played like one 

Me, I gone keep reppin' my 'hood 

Shhh, I can't stop 

'Cause ninjas already wanna kill me 

'Cause I'm from da block 

-Quan 

From The Beat: How much are you willing to pay for repping the block? 
A little time in juvenile hall? More time in county jail? Years in state 
prison? Getting shot and killed? Getting shot and paralyzed? There are 
so many negative outcomes, sk% you yourself make clear ("most everybody 
die on the block"), that we wonder whether you've considered other 
alternatives to the path your on... 



I Want Yoo 



Sitting here in this cold dark room 
And the only thing running through my head is how I 

want to be with you 
When I first laid eyes on you, I thought, "Damn, look at 

that cutie!" 

I stopped, looked up, and thanked God for blessing me 

with your beauty 

As I got to know you, I realized we were meant to be 

And I was ready to ask you, "Will you marry me?" 

-P-Stine 

From The Beat: Aren't you glad you didn't ask her to marry you... just 
before you allowed the system to take you away from her? Time to put 
your priorities in order so that — if she means more to you than this — 
you sacrifice something in order to stay with her. 



I Like To Dead 



The greatest thing about me that nobody knows is that 
I like to read. I like to read all kinds of books, like love 
stories, gang memoirs, and frightening stories. Reading 
is one of my hobbies. 

-BR 

From The Beat: Good for you. Books contain the wisdom of the world, 
so you can get a complete education if you allow yourself to. 



The Wall Woold Be My Best Friend 

If these walls could talk, the wall would be my best friend 
and I would be having a big conversation every night. I 
would talk about my future and the good things I want to 
happen. 

-King 

From The Beat: To make this piece into something much better, you 
should have told us what you and the walls would be saying to each 
other about your future and about those good things you want to 
happen in your life. What are they? How will you make them come 
true? 



My Baby 
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Damn. I hella miss my baby, Angelo. 

I can't wait til I get home wit you baby. 

Have you in my arms again. 

Hold you like I never squeezed you before. 

Kiss you like I never kissed you before 

I miss you, Angelo. 

Don't worry Angelo, mommy will come home soon 

And we will be a happy family again. 

-Jeanete 

From The Beat: Whatever you did that put you in this box meant that 
something was more important to you at that moment than Angelo. He 
must be the center of your life now, which means you have to sacrifice 
some of the things you have liked to do, but which could cost you 
your freedom, because you owe it to your son (who did not ask to be 
born). You know what got you here, so you also know what you have to 
stop doing in order not to return. Keep the promise you are making to 
Angelo, and never come back! 
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Baseball Is My Favorite Sport! 

The greatest thing that nobody knows is that I play 
baseball. My friends don't even know that I play this. I'm 
really good. My coaches say if I play for the school, I can 
get a scholarship. When people see me play baseball for 
the school, for the first time I tried out for the baseball 
team, the coach put me in Varsity first base. The coach 
really told me, now I'm in the tenth grade, if I keep playing 
baseball, I just might get a scholarship for playing my 
favorite sport. Since I enjoyed it as a kid, this is my part 
of the greatest thing that people don't know. Peace out to 
The Beat Within. 

-Young Racs 

From The Beat: If baseball could be your ticket to a college education 
(which could be a key to moving forward with your life), why in the 
world did you hand your freedom away? What's your plan for when you 
leave here so that you can get your baseball goal back on track? 



Still 00 My Miod 

I got an ex-boyfriend by the name of Scout. I felt like 
Scout was the best boyfriend I have ever had. We had a 
weird relationship that I don't think many people have, 
and we were okay with that kind of relationship. Like 
one minute we would be fighting and the next minute we 
would be friends again. And it's weird, because I would be 
all cursing him out and then I would be talking about how 
much I love him. I love how it feels when he tells me he 
loves me back, and I thought that we would be together 
for a long time. But things don't last forever. 

He left me for some reason, but he didn't even tell 
me why. I was really hurt off it and I'm still not over it 
yet. And I got a new boyfriend, but all I can think about 
is him and that's sad. He still want me to be his girlfriend 
because he is all jealous, because he caught me going 
to the bathroom downtown by myself, and he grabbed 
my arm and was talking to me, and asking me hella 
questions. I'm telling him it ain't none of his business 
who I am seeing, and he got mad and punched me in my 
eye. And then he had the nerve to tell me he was sorry 
and he loved me. And then I started crying and started 
socking him and he let me go and he was tryna hold me, 
but I wouldn't let him, so I walked away and let that be 
that. And when I got to juvenile hall a couple of days later, 
my eye got blacked and bruised, so I was really hurt off 
that shhh. 

-Cindy 

From The Beat: You're right, Cindy, "things don't last forever "— including 
the pain and other emotions you have sk% you reflect on lost love. Any 
boy who hits a girl is just that, a boy, and not ready to be a responsible 
adult. Even if you don't feel it, you are better off with someone more 
responsible, someone who doesn't hit females. 
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My Sweetest Drug 



My sweetest drug 

Oh, I miss your kisses and hugs 

Remember the first day we went out? 

That was the best day of my life 

I miss that feeling you gave me 

Every time I was around you, I felt very happy 

I will remember this '07 summer 

'Cause I did this and made us break up 

Shhh, what can I do here? 

But try not to think 'bout my past and tear 

I feel like a spring that's been wounded up 

You touch me in the wrong place, I'll be all over the 

place 

-Chinese Boy 

From The Beat: Of course, we love the wound-spring analogy... The 
past is fixed and unchangeable, but the future is still to be written. 
Don't lose hope that you've lost her forever. She may be waiting to see 
wfhether or not you plan to change anything about how you live. We're 
waiting too. 



Secret Talent 



The greatest thing about me is my ability to see something 
and mimic it off the top. I also think I'm a great people 
person. I'm good at talking and holding conversation for 
a long time. 

-Dre 

From The Beat: You should be able to use all these character traits to 
better your situation in life. Can you mimic famous people? Who can i 
you do? I 



se Walls Could 



If these walls could talk they would say that right now 
there is a lonely ward of the court in it right now. The 
walls would say how he sits and wonders at night whether 
the judge will show compassion for him. The wall sees 
him shed a couple of tears every other night and hears 
him say he misses his family. It's hard for him though to 
change because he loves to gangbang and is addicted to 
violence. He says he wants to stop but he shows different 
with his actions. 

The wall sees him at night on his knees praying to 
god to watch over him and his family. But he only prays 
when he needs help. Every time he behaves bad, forgets 
there is a god and starts banging on his door. Also the 
wall sees his screaming off his door talking shhh to his 
rival gang members. It's funny how he tells god to help 
him his case. But he don't regret it. 

Well, that's what the walls would say. My life. Much 
love to all the homies up in these bootsy-ass halls. 

-Termite 

From The Beat: It sounds like you're in a difficult place, stuck between 
your addiction to the game and your desire to do what God intended 
you to do. Why do you say you want to stop (whether you do or not)? 
You %sky you only pray when you need help, but don't all of u% need help 
all the time? What do you pray for? 



Their See Us When We Cry 

If these walls could to talk they will probably cry 'cause 
only these walls know what we really are going through. 
They know what we say in our rooms. They see us when 
we cry. The walls would probably pray for us and tell us to 
keep our heads up. You know what I mean. I been to this 
place hella times. I know the walls cry for me. 

-Money Barnin Vern 



the things they're crying is, "Why does he keep coming back to u%T' 
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Something I Always Wanted From My 
Parents 

Something I always wanted from my parents but never got 
was to meet my father. I never in my whole life seen him. 
I wonder how he looks and what he all about. 

-Lucero 

From The Beat: What would you want him to know about you? We feel 
sorry (for him) that he doesn't get to know you. 
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Lncked Up 



They treat us like animals in here, human animals 

They give us human cages, Bob Barker clothes, etc. 

They take us out of our environment away from our 

families. 

We don't get black history here. If I could go to school and 

study something, it would probably be black studies. 

They keep us away from the opposite gender and having 

girlfriends, sex, double income. 

Some females have other affairs, but what you don't know 

won't hurt you. 

Last but not least, the people (JJC) they take us away 

from our loved ones, 

including nephews, aunties, nieces, moms, sisters, 

brothers, goons 

When they take us, it don't just hurt us, it hurts our loved 

ones. 

-J-R 

From The Beat: Why do you say "they" are doing all these things to you? 
Did you give them all the power they need to do the things you hate so 
much? Since you can't control what "they" do, can you control what you 
do in order to stay out of here? You should be in school getting ready i 
for college so you can get a degree in black studies! I 
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If these walls could talk they would say a lot. They see 
more faces than a mirror and more action than a movie. I 
would listen to these walls all night if they could tell me 
all about their experiences. They would be ale to teach 
cause it's better to hear things from a primary source. 

-Nova 

From The Beat: Well, Nova, ii 

walls but you. You are what the wails are seeing and hearing, so what 

would they tell us about you? 



Bad Chnlces 



If these walls could talk these walls would tell the of the 
world greatest ninjas alive, such as myself an' a whole 
bunch of others in San Francisco. When people look at 
these walls they probably say the people who been in 
here are dumb, stupid criminals, and people who will 
never amount to anything. But not really. The people that 
been in here are people who just made bad choices. Life 
is messed up. 

-Kn 

From The Beat: If you recognize that you've made bad choices, how are 
you preparing yourself to make better choices in the future? 



Walls, Will Ynu Play Cards With Me? 

If these walls could talk, I would like to know and see 
what other been through, funny and bad, so I could laugh 
and ask the wall to play cards with me. 

-Lucero 

From The Beat: We gather you don't have a roommate to play cards with. 
What do you like to play? 
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Good People Skills 
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One good thing about me that people don't really get 
to find out is that I have really good people skills. Most 
people don't get to find that out, because they tend to 
not like me before they really get to know me. It's mostly 
females, because, for some reason, they love to judge a 
book by its cover. But I don't really care about people 
like that, because if that's the way your outlook about 
someone you don't really know is, then, in that case, 
you, yourself, have some self-insecurities and jealousy 
problems. That's one of the reasons why I don't really 
have that many friends, because girls be fake and I don't 
have time to waste one of my good, unknown qualities on 
fake people. 

-Maude 

From The Beat: We can appreciate why you don' want to waste time 
on people that are faice. But maybe it's just their insecurities, and you 
can use those people skills to get past them. That seems like a win-win 
situation... you help them and they start liking you. 



If I Coold Chanoe Aoythloo 

What it do Beat? Me, shhh, back in here. But if I could 
change anything, I wouldn't change nothing. I wouldn't 
change nothing but the way I think. I would think smarter. 
That's it. I'ma holla at y'all. 

-Gully Bub 

From The Beat: You say you wouldn't change anything except the way 
you think, but to us, that means you would change everything since 
everything we do (and everything we don't do) comes from the way we 
thinic. Tell us how you think changing the way you think would make 
you think smarter. 



Thiflos About Me That Nobody Koows 

What good with The Beat Within? AFB chillin' keeping 
it lit, ya heard. Off top, ya boy got things that nobody 
knows. When I was younger, moms always thought things 
was fully broke, but when I got hold of it, somehow I just 
fixed it with my hands. Don't ask me how, but I just do it, 
ya dig. But growin' up, a lot of talents came to me without 
me really knowin'. But get back at me 'cause I got of lot of 
talent where that came from. 

-Young Bundy 

From The Beat: It's a very useful talent to be able to fix things. What 
kind of things did you fix? Appliances? Watches? Cars? 



If These Walls Cao Talk 

If these walls can talk 

I would have so much 

Talking to the walls 

I would at least have someone to talk to 

All the time 

In my ups an' downs 

Even though I do talk to God 

And the walls all the time 

Only if the walls were able to answer back 

What wouldn't the walls say? 

"Don't trip! Don't feel lonely 

I'm here wit' you 
You're not here by yourself 

Stay strong 
You'll be out and live life" 

-Halla 

From The Beat: Maybe the time to worry is when the walls "were able 
to answer back." We're sorry you have to talk to yourself (and God), 
but we hope you are having deep conversations with yourself about 
the things you need to do (and the things you need to stop doing) so 
that you'll have a lot of people to talk to whenever you want, because 
you'll be free. 
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I Begret 
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I miss my family 

I miss my girl 

I'm sorry for what I did 

And I'm regretting 
It's so different in here 

-Eric 

From The Beat: You make us want more, much more. When you say it^ 
so different in here, what do you mean? Different from home? Different 
from what you expected? You say you're sorry for what you did, but 
does that mean you are not going to do it ever again? We know this is 
your first piece in The Beat, Eric, but you can do better. 



To The "Gaogstas" 

If these walls could talk, ha ha... Man, they would tell 
all these supposed-to-be "Gangstas" or "thugs" to shut 
the hell up an' man up. Stop crying suckas. Ya talk all 
the Mafloso and gunplay shhh, but once ya get locked up, 
ya start bellyachin' an' complaining 'cause ya got caught. 
Stop getting on your knees and prayin' to god because 
once ya get out, ya don't even remember that there is a 
god. 

They would tell these suckas to stop lying. Don't 
nobody know you in the 'hood, don't nobody respect you, 
and you never been down for or got love for the 'hood. But 
that's just a one minute conversation. Can you imagine 
what they would say in an hour? This ya boy boss hogg 
Lil' Lazy. I'm out! 

-Lir Lazy 

From The Beat: Why are you so worried about "the other guy"? Why 
not focus a little of that attention on yourself, and how — once you 
get out of here — you can avoid having to be with people you have so 
little respect for. 



r. Presldeot 

That is me 

A young gun from the street 

When I look around what do I see? 

Black people in jail; it's a living hell 

You know what we do all day 

We set in a cell 

The best thing we can do is read mail 

The best thing I can do is get out of jail 

You know what got me here is trying to bang and tryin' 

to sell 

This is to mic, don't put me down, I'm gone make it 

when I get out of jail 

-IVIr. President 

From The Beat: We hope your proclamation that you're going to make it 
when you get out of jail come true. But it will take a lot more than just 
proclaiming it. How do you plan to make it when you get out of here — 
and by "mak e it," we mean stay free. 



If I Had Just Listened 



I can't wait until I get out, man... I'm flnta hit the mall, 
nail shop, and the salon, 'cause I'm flnta be "fresh" out. 

It's a lot of shhh going on in ma jets. I'm in here 
stressin', looking a hot mess. Two of ma big homies just 
passed while I'm in here. Missed the funeral and all. I just 
want to be out so bad. I been in here for too long, and I'm 
going crazy. 

I wish I would have just listened to my mom and 
stopped smoking, but it never will happen again, you feel 
me, 'cause I'ma star. I can't be in here. I'm too classy for 
dis. 

-Ashley 

From The Beat: Classy is us classy does. Get yourself out of here and 
stay out forever, and then we'll talk... Good luck! 
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The Walls 



^^1 [ I Was A Christmas Tree For Christmas 



Dey would say they've seen a lot of criminals, maybe 
some homosexuality. I think they would say they've also 
seen a lot of innocents too and false accusation. Maybe 
the walls have seen a lot of good people or bad people too. 
No one knows. 

-Dre 

From The Beat: Yeah, I guess we're all glad that walls can't talk about 
what they see. We can tell that you thought about this topic, so we 
lAfish you'd share some more of your thinicing with u%. In three or four 
sentences (like this), all you can really do is maice u% curious for more. 



Cold 



When your heart turns cold 

It causes your soul to freeze 

Like the ocean in the breeze 

The wind outside so cold 

Freeze ma soul 

I never think of ma goal 

'Cause always cold 

My mind is cold 

That make me black out 

I want to wake up 

But I'ma freeze 

People walking around me 

But I can't speak a soul 

I wake up in a cold sweat 

Breathing, crying at the same time 

An' I would 
While I'ma mother side case I die 

-Tashelle 

From The Beat: We ivonder iwhy too. What do you think you are telling 
yourself through this dream? 



Diamond-Studded 



Pay attention 
You might learn a few things 

Diamond-studded 

That's how we like our rings 

And our grill 

You goin' see a lot on our chain 

This how the head females in charge do their thang 

Comin' through in the Lexo wit' the candy paint 

24s, switchin' lanes 

Looking sexy, all the ninjas tryna know our names 

This ain't no game 

The way we get down 

It's insane 

-Ashley, Tyresha, La Donna, Kirstin 

From The Beat: Well, we were hoping to "learn a few things" like you 
promised at the beginning. But, to keep it real, we didn't learn a thing! 
It's well written, but how long do you think you can play that game? 



Shoe stories 



Man, shoe game is crazy blood. For real, when I first got 
out, I can't lie, man. Shoe game was week as hell. But like 
two or three weeks later, I started buying me some fresh 
fits and shoes like crazy. I been buying shoes, feel me, 
every chance I get. 

My shhh is up, now do you feel me, bra? I can't be 
lookin' bummy while I'm in front of the females or da 
homies, bra. Dat's just how dah Nut ninja do. Holla. 

-Young Nut 

From The Beat: And you gave all that up for some Bob Barkers and 
county colors. We hope you find a way to keep those fresh fits by not 
giving away your freedom in the future. 



The greatest thing about me that nobody knows? I was a 
Christmas tree for Christmas. I had the little colored light 
bulbs around me and everything. I got pictures. 

Also, my mom cut my hair like a boy and my hair is 
curly. It looked like a fro. I was mad, because I had to cut 
my hair, 'cause my brother ate a whole pack of gum and 
stuck it to my hair. 

I got my ear busted by a pitcher full of water. 

-Lucero 

From The Beat: Lucero, we wish you'd spend more time on a piece like 
this, because we want to know more things. Is this all one event where 
your brother put gum in your hair, you dressed up like a Christmas 
tree, and you got your ear busted by a pitcher full of water? Or, are 
you stringing together unrelated events? You need to explain it better. 
Imagine that you're talking to somebody. How would you explain these 
things? 



Tell The Jodoe 



Yeah! I wish these walls could talk they would say 
yeaaaaaahhhh! I did my time and stayed strong through 
it. I wish they could tell the judge how I really feel and 
that I want to change. But I got to stay up not down and 
keep and a right track. 
Yeaaahhhh! 

-Young BM 

From The Beat: Okay, since the walls can't tell the judge how you really 
feel or that you want to change, why don't you tell u%. 



Real Talk 



What's poppin' with The Beat? This yo' boy A.N.T.O. 
holding it down up in unit 7. Real talk, this beef shhh 
that's going on is getting real hectic out on the streets. 
It's funny when you sitting in front of one the these judges 
or DAs or even one of these public pretenders, and they 
think they know what's going on in the streets or how 
hard it is to be a young black man. The main thing that's 
going on is survival. It's not money, cars, or females, it's 
just common day survival! All I got to say is if I could trade 
shoes wit' the judge, I guarantee he wouldn't survive. 

-A.N.T.O. 

From The Beat: We don't know if a judge could survive in your shoes 
or not, but we agree that it would be a great thing if judges could 
experience what you have to endure. Your description reminds u% of 
early human life, when there were hungry animals preying on us, and 
life itself was dangerous. How did we get to this place, and is there a 
way out? 



Foroet You 



Sitting in ma room, all I do is think of you 

Of all the good times and bad times I shared with you 

I miss your lips 

Your touch 

Your sense of humor 

You make me feel good 

You give me that special feeling in my gut 

I know I've messed up by playing around 

And cheating 

But if I could, I would change the past 

But now it's too late 

Until then... 

-Big Oso 

From The Beat: We would all change things in the past if we had the 
power, but all we can do is regret our mistakes and learn from them. 
When we "cheat" on those who deserve our respect, we set in motion 
a series of consequences we didn't think about until too late. If that 
makes u% think about consequences the next time, then that's how we 
learn. We're sorry you lost such a treasure, but nobody can tell what's 
going to happen in the future. All you can do is try to make it better 
than the past. 
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Off To Nevada 



'X [ The Person That Looks Dot For Me 



What's poppin' wit' da Beat? Like man, it's ya boy Jr. 
Ryhda. Man, I probably got two more weeks in here, ya 
dig? Dey shippin' ya boy off ta Nevada. 'Bout to go knock 
out a quick 12, ya heard me. 

I been down fa eight months so far player, and dis 
shhh doesn't even count towards my 12 I gotta do. But 
hey, 12 more ain't nothin'. I'm just lucky I beat my 707, 
or I'll be tryna escape up out of dis joint 'cause those long 
ones I wasn't gone do. 

But I'm in here writing ta say thank you fa comin' up 
hear and workin' wit' us, lettin' us express how we feel on 
paper, ya dig? But I'm serious 'bout dis time dey givin' a 
ninja 'cause probation is messin' up my plans fo' real, fo' 
real. 

'Bout t leave here, go to Nevada, get my workout on, 
'cause I hear dat's all we do all damn day. Come back fit 
and, the best thing, off probation, ya heard. Continue on 
wit' my plans, ya dig. But I'm up out of here. I'll see y'all 
next week. 

- Jr Ryhda 

From The Beat: Well, v/e ivill miss you in the ivorlcshops, but we're 
happy you're moving to the next step and preparing yourself for getting 
your life back in a year. Being off probation is a gift that carries some 
responsibility with it (like beating your 707), so we hope you use your 
time in Nevada really to prepare to live in freedom without risking it all. 
And don't forget. The Beat is always open to you. Write us from there 
and tell us what you find. 



Good News 



What's up. Beat? Well, I'm feelin' good. I got some good 
news today. I talked to my lawyer and she told me some 
good news. She told me my case looks good. It's getting 
better. I might be getting my freedom soon. My PO loves 
to hate on me and crush my dreams to be free again. 

-Vago 

From The Beat: We hope this good news proves to be true, if you want 
to "show" your PO, then do good when you're out of here so that you 
don't give her, or anyone in the system, power over your life again! 



If These Walls Coold Talk... 

If these walls could talk, they will know a lot. They would 
know my life, my secrets, my reality, my talent and my 
history. And they will tell the world my story. 

-Dreamer 

From The Beat: Is the story these walls would tell a secret? If not, 
why don't you share a few details with us. What are your talents, your 
history, your story? 



If The Walls Coold Talk... 



What up wit da Beat, dis Meel writin' up in dis topic. If 
the walls could talk?... Man, if the walls could talk they 
would say hella shhh. Like if ma walls could talk, I would 
be holding a conversation with them every day 'cause up 
in here, it ain't shhh to do in this room. It ain't nobody 
to talk to when you in the room for the rest of the night 
when we be locked in. 

Ma walls would probably ask me, "Damn, Meel ma 
ninja, when da hell you getting out 'cause you been here 
for hella long, damn near a year." A ninja been here for 
months, and a ninja ready to get out. But the walls would 
say hella shhh, like what ninjas be doin' when they be in 
the room, just hella shhh. 

-Young Meel 

From The Beat: What would you say to the wall if it asked you what you 
plan to do once you do get out of here? 
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What's up. Beat? This yo' boi chunky, and I'm going to 
write about the person that looks up to me. The person 
who looks up to me is my brother, Jeremiah. He like a 
role model to me, but not always. The reason why I say 
my brother because he cares for me and he loves me. 
Every time I come to the block, he always say, "Bra, you 
better go home when it hit dark." But I don't listen to 
him. Sometimes I do, but the other times I be like, "I'ma 
gr own-ass man, Ninja." 

But I don't be disrespecting him in front of people. We 
like twins. But when it comes to beef shhh, I always got 
his back, and that's on the homies. And my other brother, 
I love him to death. 

But yeah, my brother Jeremiah. He in Samoa. I'm go 
out there and finish school' and play football and back to 
San Francisco and start fresh wit' my life. But yeah, I got 
to go. Shout out to my loved ones. 

-Chunky 

From The Beat: We're a little confused. Is Jeremiah a role model for you, 
or are you a role model for him? Does he look up to you, or do you look 
up to him? We think he's shown himself to be responsible, so he would 
be a good role model to follow. 



Coflverse Story 

Converse will be on sale forever. Everybody knows them 
and wears them. When I bought my first pair, I was only 
ten. My dad bought his when he was 15. That's not a big 
difference. So yeah, later, 'cause I got to go. 

-The Green Monsta 

From The Beat: We're not sure why we're publishing this since it really 
doesn't tell us much. 



If The Walls Coold Talk 



If these walls could talk, when I'm in my room, I talk 
to the walls. What the walls tell me is what am I gonna 
do when I get out. And sometimes I talk to the walls so 
I can't feel lonely. Sometimes I think I'm hallucinating 
when I think the walls is talkin' back, telling me to forget 
it and just go bad and take off on anybody. But fo' reals, 
I think that's just the devil tryin' to get me so I just do 
something bad and add up my time. 

Sometimes, I like talking to the walls. Sometimes I get 
mad at the wall and just punch it 'cause it said something 
that got me mad. I really think that is my mind messing 
around with me. Sometimes talking to the walls makes 
me fee good, but sometimes I get mad. 

Well, I'm out. Beat. 

-Alfy 

From The Beat: It sounds like you have a complicated relationship with 
your walls. Besides telling you to just go off on somebody, what else do 
your walls tell you that makes you mad? When you punch the wall, does 
it make you feel better? When you hear the walls talking back, what 
kind of voice do they use! 



Walls Woold Say A Lot 



R 



If these walls can talk, they will say a lot. What be going 
on in the whole day and what people be doing in their 
room. Some people read and other people do pushups. 
But what I do is read and how many pushups I can in the 
whole day. That's what these walls would say about me if 
they can talk. 

-Acie 

From The Beat: Are you stronger than when you came in? What do you 
like to read? Is your mind getting stronger, too? 
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Livin' Life Fast 

Before I leave this life, I wanna have some kids. I want 
two boys. As soon as I get out, Fm gonna try. If I have a 
baby girl, I'm gonna name her Natalie, because I like that 
name. If I have a boy I'm gonna name him after my pops, 
because he passed away. The reason I wanna have my 
kids when I'm young is because I wanna have more time 
to spend with them. 

-Menace 

From The Beat: You'd be a good father. But how would having kids 
change your life? Are you ready to stay out of the streets, if you had 
icids, or would you try to keep living the life you are now, and still be 
a father to them? You often write about how the danger of the streets 
could cut your life short, and you're right. So for your kids, your babies' 
mama, for yourself, would you consider staying off the block? if so, 
what new life for all of you, would you develop? What would you enjoy 
doing, that you could make into a job, a career? As for the desire to 
have kids, respectfully, hold off, until you get your life together, right 
now \X'% still a mess! 



Stranoe Memories Part 1 

I am feeling kinda strange 

With this deranged mind 

Doing bad things 

Now I am in the range 

Of the devil's mind 

I gotta weird way of doing 

The devil's time 

After he played with my head 

To do his crime 

Now I am spitting out tears 

As I write these rhymes 

Heart pumping 

Trying to touch what 

While I got the Bible in my hand 

That's why I 'ma get on my knees 

And pray to the man 

That he understands 

The secrets in my plan 

I don't even know why 

My thoughts be twisted like that 

It seems like I've been writing to God for years 

And I am just waiting for him to write back 

Walking around the black top 

It look like I am trying to get back 

On the right track 

Playing the game with the devil 

For the fame 

Matter of fact 

I just want my life back 

I can't see 

You know why? 

'Cause the light's black 

And I been been doing bad for so long 

It's addictive, like white crack 

My legs can't breathe 

'Cause I am walking through life 

In some tight slacks 

And this is just another chapter of my life 

So you can type that 

Damn, Dark Side 

-Dark Side 

From The Beat: Do you have the voices of both God and the devil in your 
head? If so, there must be a lot of noise up there. Does it confuse you? 
When the voice of God speaks to you, do you like what you hear? Or 
is God's message very difficult, seemingly impossible, for you to listen 
to? If you follow God's message, would you have to do some things, or 
stop doing some things, you prefer to do your own way? Does the devil's 
voice seem to say exactly what you want to hear, even try to persuade 
you to get more into what you'd like to do, but know in your heart is 
wrong? So what's it going to be? Who will you listen to? What about 
listening to your own heart? What does it say to you? 
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I Hope 
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I miss all my homies 

I miss my family 

I hope that all my homes get out 

I hope that I get out 

I hope that I get rich 

I hope that one day I will finally have no worries 

-CITO 

From The Beat: Without hope, none of these things can happen. But 
hope is not enough. You have to have a plan, and follow it. What^ 
yours? 
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The Greatest Thing 



The greatest thing 'bout Ryhda (me) is they can't figure 
him out, man. I keep dese ninjas guessin' leeroy. I show 
nobody my hand, ya heard me. I know you know I can't 
tell da whole thing 'cause then it wouldn't be the greatest 
thing about me that no one knows. Just feed off the lil' 
info I gave ya and keep guessin' 'cause it's no telling how 
I'm gone come. Good or bad, I'm still gone stand. 

- Jr Ryhda 

From The Beat: Your secret is safe with u%... 



Smokey, Mike and Dark Side Taik Tn The Beat: 

DS: I wanna call this "The Ranch Speaks Out." I'm tired 

of not being able to be me — that's why I gotta wake up 

before I don't wake up. This is a quote everybody should 

hear: "So water refiects the face, so the life reflects the 

heart." Proverbs 27:19. 

M: Forget that — I'm tired of bein' humiliated. I'm ready to 

take my black ass home, feel me? 'Cause a man gotta do 

what a man gotta do. 

S: I'm tired of this weak ass Ranch, these weak ass 

counselors who don't want to see us succeed, and this 

weak ass school we go to, that we are forced to go to, that 

doesn't teach us shhh. 

TBW: If you were a counselor down here, how would you 

help the kids? 

S: I would actually take the time out of my schedule and 

talk to these residents and discuss and listen to them 

with their problems. I would take time to listen to their 

stories and try to help them out and guide them with 

some knowledge. I'd take them on friend trips — to the 

library, beach. Great America — try to give them a family 

surrounding because a lot of them come from broken 

families. 

-Smokey, Mike and Dark Side 

From The Beat: Because you've been through so much yourself, you'd be 
able to understand and have a good heart for them. How do you thinic 
that a young man is affected because he comes from a broicen family? 
Is your family whole or is it broken somehow? How does your family 
influence you? 



On Getting Out 

When CITO gets out of JJ, CITO hopes that everything 
will fall into plan. And CITO's plan is to get my Ls, a job 
and an apt. For when I get out, I can help da homies that 
helped CITO while I was out. 

When CITO gets out, CITO hopes to never return and 
to be set in life without having to depend on someone 
else. CITO out. 

-CITO 

ito. We're always 
disappointed when we see our young writers leave... and then return 
to the hall. So we'd like to see more than "hope to never return." Before 
you can help the homies, you have to help yourself. 
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Smokey Talks To The Beat 

TBW: Hi, Smoke. What do you feel like talking about today? 

What would you like to be interviewed about? 

S: I want to call this "Family That's Doin' Time." 

TBW: Okay. Do you have any family who are incarcerated? 

S: I got two cousins doin' time. 

TBW: Okay, but we won't use their names, because maybe 

some young men in here know them and we don't want to 

start any mess about them. 

S: Okay, and I'll disguise who they are and where they are. 

I'll say they're in Bruno. My one cousin been through a lot. 

He facin' serious charges. Gots a baby on the way. I'm just 

prayin' and hopin' that he beats his case and doesn't do 

that much time. He's stupid, but he's still family. I still got 

love for him. I hope he comes up on top of everything. 

TBW: What about your other cousin? 

S: Man, he stupid. He just got out from doing two years, got 

locked up, got out, then got locked up again, facin' time. 

He's stupid, but he's still family. I still got love for him. I 

hope he comes out on top of everything. 

TBW: How does he keep messing up? 

S: Because we live that hog life 

TBW: So it's hard to resist? 

S: We love this lifestyle. That's the way we were born and 

raised. That's the only way we know. 

TBW: But doesn't your lifestyle threaten others you 

consider your enemies and sabotage your freedom? What's 

the difference between how your cousins are behaving — 

messing up, getting arrested, and becoming incarcerated, 

and what you're doing in the streets? 

S: Nothing, except my one cousin did more time than me 

and he's goin' back to doin' another year, most likely. 

TBW: But when you're outta here, you're going straight 

back to the streets, too, right? 

S: I'm goin' straight back. 

TBW: Won't that threaten your life? 

S: No, because it's home, sweet home. 

TBW: Have you ever seriously considered changing your life 

and staying away from the streets? Do you ever get tired or 

scared that you'll hurt someone or worse, or get wounded 



or killed yourself? ^ 

S: Yes, but that's the life we live. That's the life we love. 

TBW: What about going to prison, like San Quentin or 

Pelican Bay, for maybe years? Maybe for the rest of your 

life? 

S: Maybe. 

TBW: Why, when you think about prison, don't you 

challenge everything in your life that could take away your 

freedom, and decide that you're never going to prison, no 

matter what? 

S: I can't tell the future. Whatever 's gonna be is gonna be. 

TBW: But that's so much up to you! If you ever go to prison, 

don't you think that every minute you're in there you will 

be cursing the young man you are now, that you didn't do 

something, anything, to change your life, so you could 

keep your freedom? 

S: No. The future gonna happen. 

TBW: Isn't there anything out there, that the world has to 

offer you, that seems beautiful, fun, exciting, challenging 

enough to get you to think about changing your life, so you 

won't have to spend it incarcerated somewhere? 

S: No, not really. 

TBW: No girlfriend, no family, no kids, no fishing trips, 

career, trips to Jamaica, Salvador, Nigeria, nothing? 

S: Not really. 

TBW: Nothing's going to change your mind and keep you off 

the streets, threatening your rivals, and probably going to 

the penitentiary? 

S: No, But I just wanna say one more thing today. That's 

all I got for you today. Beat. Thanks for hearing me out. I'm 

out. 

-Smokey 

From The Beat: We want to challenge you to consider why you're willing to 
write off your whole future, your freedom, to continue the life you've been 
living, essentially in the streets, for your block, for your homies. We want 
to know — have you ever been in the outside world, beyond your streets? 
If not, why not? In this interview you've expressed a good heart for your 
cousins who may be looking at some serious, long time incarcerated, but 
what about you? How are you different from them? Have you ever had a 
baby on the way? Or wanted to father a child, like one of your cousins 
has? Why are you willing to forgo the whole rest of the world for your 
block? What about the saying that guys down at the Ranch repeat, "You 
may love the block, but the block doesn't love you?" 



If These Walls Could Talk 

If these walls could talk, they would ask me why I don't 
trust anyone except my fams. I would tell them I don't 
trust anyone, because growing up, I seen some real 
shady stuff, including stuff I've done myself. I don't even 
trust myself at times, because it's real hectic out there, 
especially on my side of the city. I'm not glorifying it, but 
it's a never-ending war. 

And nowadays, you can't find a lot of solid homies. 
A lot of them is tellin', but it's cool, because now I know 
who's who — that's why I don't trust anyone. To all, much 
love. 

-Menace 

From The Beat: That's real. Each time you've been writing lately for The 
Beat, you've been writing from your heart. It must be awful to be out 
there in the streets, knowing in your soul that you can't even for sure 
trust your own homies, the ones you're risking your life and freedom 
for. But, to be real, when someone ^% young sk% you are, and your rivals 
are, gets arrested and is looking at serious time, and is offered a deal by 
the prosecution if he will snitch, you know it's gotta be tempting. When 
you say you can't exactly trust yourself, either, do you mean that you 
don't know how solid you could stay? Since you describe the war you're 
into sk% nevev^ending, does that mean your involvement in it will also be 
nevev^ending? Why? What would it take for you to walk away? 




I got this one bad girl in a group home right now. I first 
start talking to her at the Giants game, looking all cute 
with her beautiful eyes. She know who I'm talking about 
when she read this. She need to call my phone and leave 
her address. Get at me. 

-Quintin 

From The Beat: We almost didn't publish this because it's more like a 
personal letter that should go in an envelop with a 42 cent stamp. If 
you want to write about a girl (or boy), tell u% something about the 
person. What attracts you? What makes her different from others? Etc. 
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I! M) Walls Coull Talk 
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What's up beaters? It's that Chingon Travieso, from the 
max unit. If my walls could talk they would have a lot to 
say. After seven years in and out of this place. I bet they 
wouldn't hesitate to say. I came in as a kid, and I'll leave as 
a man. They would also say that they made me, but then 
again they couldn't brake me. I bet that they have seen 
and heard my frustrations they would probably know my 
deepest thoughts that no man would ever speak. 

Well I'm running out of time. So I'm going to cut this 
one short. Alratos this chingon is out. 

-Travieso Mas Chingon 

From The Beat: Well, we wish the walls could write what they've %een, 
because maybe we would get more details from the walls than from 
you! You may not want to share those thoughts "that no man would 
ever speak," but you could talk about your frustrations, the reasons you 
keep coming back to this place, and iwhat it means ivhen you say you'll 
leave sk% a man. 
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The Sneaks 



What's up Beat, it's your girl Denika from Morgan Hill. 

The worst pair of shoes I ever had was my purple 
suede shoes. When I was little those bad boys were my 
favorite. I remember I used to try to sleep with them on. 
Now that I think about it I probably looked like a little 
clown. 

Now I stay rockin' in the J's or Nikes. All crisp, 
creased and clean. 

-Denika 

From The Beat: That is a great last line to end the piece; the alliteration 
really works here. What do you think was so special to you about your 
purple suede shoes? Do your J's or Nikes have the same appeal ^s those 
shoes did? 



What People Don't Know Aboot Me 

What's good Beat? It's Siaki again, laying some lines 
down fo' y'all. 

Well, the thing people don't know about this uso is 
dat they don't know I know how to play handball. People 
think that I am Samoan, I don't know how to play them, 
and I beat them foo's they dinner tray. They start crying. 

But Beat, fo' real, times dead. It's a rap. All right then, 
gone. 

-Giant Samoa 

From The Beat: Why do people think that ^skvuoskn^ can't play handball? 



If These Walls Coold Talk... 

If these walls could talk they would tell me to get my ass 
out of this institutional place they call J-hall and start 
thinking with my head not my ass. To get out and stay 
out, to get a life. Of course they know more than I do 
because these old walls were here before I was even born. 
They would tell me all the fights they seen, all the tears 
they've seen that shed, all the drama, stress, depress that 
piles up everyday in this place they call J-Hall. And I could 
tell you that it would never end because from my point of 
view this place was meant to do that. But this place ain't 
gonna break me. All they could do is make me worse. 

If these walls could talk they would tell me to get my 
Vietnamese ass out of this place before it's too late, before 
these demon walls feels like they're getting smaller. And 
with all that drama that I have in the outs it would make 
doing time even harder. Keep all y'all heads up boys. 
Lates. 

-Viet Ox 

From The Beat: Okay, the walls are talking good %en%e. Are you 
listening? 



My Shoe Stories 
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My first pair of shoes I got were the shoes that squeak 
when you step on them. I was three at the time, and I 
used them every day. I loved them a lot. And I jumped a lot 
so that they can squeak and squeak. But one day they got 
ripped and my mom took them away and threw them away. 
And then I started to cry and cry. And then my mom took 
me to the shoe store and she got me a pair of shoes, but 
I did not like them because they didn't squeak. So every 
time my mom put them on me, I would take them off and 
throw them everywhere because I did not like them. So 
one day my mom went and bought me a pair of squeaky 
shoes. And I wore them a lot and I was happy. 

-Mendoza 

From The Beat: They say the squeaky wheel gets the attention. We 
wonder what the squealcy shoes get? Do you really remember all this 
from age three, or are you telling stories that your mom has told you? 



Tell Me What Shoold I Do 

Tell me what should I do 

When the pain is all I feel. 

Love is what I should get 

But inside I know it's not real 



When I've tried my best 

To get where I am today 

I fought to have your love 

You took my heart and played it like a game 

I still can't understand myself 

Why I let myself get hurt 

Telling myself, "It's bound to happen" 

As I wiped my tears on my shirt 

Saying goodbye is tough 

And I can't let go of this love 

My heart has suffered 

But I guess it can't get enough! 

I allow myself to feel this way 

Just so I can be with her 

But she's in love with her ex 

I don't want to believe it but the truth hurts 

And when I ask her 

"Well, who would you choose? 

She would be speechless 

When all she can say is "Not you!" 

Tell me what should I do 

When she says she loves me too 

But she talks to her ex the same way 

And we end up in a nasty feud 

I don't want to let go 

And I know she won't either 

It took me my heart and soul 

Just to finally be with her 

I love her to death 

'Till the bones in my body burst 

I'll go through so much pain 

Till I get numb and the pain won't hurt 

- Lady Joker 

From The Beat: Your poetry is so expressive. It really puts the reader 
right there with you, sk% if we're experiencing the situation sk% well. 
What do you think it is that's making you stay in a situation that brings 
you so much pain? You're asking The Beat "what should I do?" but it 
sounds like you already know that answer to this question. 
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The Walls Are Talking 
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The Specialist 
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If these wall could talk, they would say. "What up? 
Damn, you're still here. When are you leaving? Damn, 
your roommate is hella annoying. That fool would talk 
and talk and never stop. That fool is hella ugly too! Damn, 
you're hella swole too. You be doing push ups for days!" 

-Cisco 

From The Beat: Doesn't sound like your walls have much advice to 



If These Walls Could Talk 



If these walls could talk, they would share the pain peopl 
go through and they would have thousands of stories to 
tell. They could tell me about how my aunts were way 
back then, when they were here. These walls would know 
a lot of secrets, and they would know all of the drama and 
gossip from girls that think they are better and run their 
mouth. They would hear the happiness of girls when they 
find out that they are getting released. These walls have a 
special story about everyone that has been here. 

-Cerina 

From The Beat: It^ true - the walls would have many stories, just like 
The Beat carries all of your words and stories and thoughts. It must 
be both heartening and sad to think about your aunts who were here 
before you. 
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Historia De Zapatos 

Well Beat, I have a shoe story. Six months ago I had a 
brand new pair of shoes that I really wanted. I went to 
kick it wit my homies, and the cops came and we all 
started running. I hopped the fence and my shoes ripped 
on the fence. They got stuck on the fence, and I didn't 
realize until a couple hours later when I saw my shoes 
ripped. And from there I was pissed 'cause I just bought 
them. My shoes were Nike Cortez and I only had them for 
two hours before they ripped. 

As for the cops, I didn't get arrested but I thought I 
was, so I ran. When they stopped me, they asked why I 
was running, and I said I thought I was going to get in 
trouble. They let me go and I walked away wearing my 
ripped Cortez! 

-Psycho 

From The Beat: It's too bad about your Cortez. But we're curious why you 
thought you'd get in trouble with the police? What had you done that 
you thought they wanted you for? 



Goodhire Juvenile! 



What up Beat, it's Little Elizabeth. I just wanted to say 
goodbye for good because I'm out of here and not coming 
back. 

I'm going to APA Program and I'm going to complete 
it because I'm sick of coming in and out of here stressing 
my family out. That's all bad and that's not right. 

I'm going to make my mom proud because all she 
asked for is for me to graduate from a regular high 
school, so that's what I gotta do. Make my mom proud, 
and myself proud. Well I'm ready to settle down and 
handle my business for real this time. I guess I gotta 
walk the walk since I talked the talk, right? Later, Beat... 
everybody stay up and handle your time then get out and 
handle your business. 

-Little Elizabeth 

From The Beat: It's great to hear that you have goals set for yourself 
and a lot of determination to make not just your mom proud, but to be 
able to be proud of yourself sk% well. We hope that motivation keeps you 
moving forward towards accomplishing those goals. We really believe 
you can do what you've set out to. 



You're so beautiful. You're the specialist thing in my life. 
Your soft lips on mine makes me scream. Don't go and 
mess up this feeling that I love. Your smile is the moon, 
your touch is the wind blowing in my hair. My dearest, 
forget what everyone says. They just want me but I don't 
want them. I want you to be my lady. My light. My queen. 

-Ronnie 

From The Beat: Wow, this is skn especially poetic piece for you, Ronnie. 
We like how it shows your soft side. Sometimes it takes love to make 
the hardest self-proclaimed "G" change into a different kind of person. 



I'l Ginni Miss Vsu leal 
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Q-vole Beat, it's your girl Kristina. This will be my last 
Beat, I'm getting released out this place once and for all. 
But I'm gonna be hella sad to go. I'm gonna miss all the 
homeboys and homegirls here. I'm gonna miss seeing all 
the fine boys on movement. I'm sorry for all the people 
that are still in here. Keep your head up because only the 
strong survive because the strong never die. Keep your 
heads up. Till next time.... hopefully not. 

-Kristina 

Response: We're sad to see you go too. We've enjoyed your writing! Best 
of luck to you and we hope there isn't a 'next time' either. It takes a lot 
of strength to make the changes to your life on the outside that you'll 
need to stay out there, but we believe you have that kind of strength in 
you. Best of luck and we hope you don't stop writing! 



Repeated Bullshhli 

What up Beat? It's Judy from San Jose, once again. Well, 
if these walls could talk I bet they would repeat all the 
buUshhh they hear from almost everyone: "I hate it here! 
I wanna go home! I'm gonna do good. I can't wait to see 
my family." 

Well, I have said the same thing and about 95 percent 
of those who say that, keep coming back - including 
myself. It's sad, but true. 

Well, that's all I gotta say. I'm out. Stay up. Late. 

-Judy 

From The Beat: You touch on the big problem of people repeating their 
behavior in this small piece. Why do people keep coming back but not 
really trying to change their ways, but then still complain about it all? 
How can you make the change a reality and not just BS? 



Reunited 

My best friend Trouble has always been here for me 
through the thick and thin. Like everyone, we've had our 
ups and downs, but in the end she's always standing right 
there by my side! 

There have been some times when I think we're 
never gonna talk again and times when I think no one 
could ever separate us. But, as usual, the hatin' ass girls 
started rumors a couple months before I got locked up 
and we weren't as close. We hated each other, but I'm 
lucky her and my mom are hella close. She always keeps 
us together. So, we ending up talking but there was so 
much we had to talk about and when we were kickin' it 
with the homies, we wouldn't have time to talk. 

So, like a week ago, she got locked up and they made 
us roommates and I got close to my best friend again. I 
love that girl so much and I'm so glad that things are like 
the old days again! 

-Mousie 

From The Beat: Sometimes circumstances put u% together with old 
friends that really prove to us how much we love them, no matter what 
the hard times we have been through. Perhaps the time that you have 
to spend together here will help you realize that you shouldn't let drama 
get between true friends. 
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The Pair Of Wingers 
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What's crackin' Beat?! When it comes to shoes, one pair 
of shoes I hate the most are the Wingers. I am wearing 
them right now and I know this will be the last time since 
Fm 18 and almost done with probation. 

The reason I hate these shoes is because we obviously 
wear them here at juvie. They're really thick and stink 
sometimes because air doesn't really go into them. When 
I look at these shoes they just make me mad and remind 
me where I'm at. So, the wingers are the only shoes I've 
ever hated. 

-Rosita 

From The Beat: We can understand why you hate those shoes - they 
sound like a painful reminder that you are in a place where you don't 
want to be. If lAfingers' are the shoes that hold the worst memories for 
you, can you think of a pair of shoes that holds the happiest memories 
for you? Perhaps a pair of shoes from your childhood? We'd love to 
hear about them! 

I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I ' ' 



Nloiitmare 

First off, what I want to say is this place where I'm at is 
like a dream, but a bad dream. It's a nightmare. We get 
disciplined for stupid reasons. We sleep on these hard 
beds. I can't sleep at night. I have to use the bathroom in 
front of someone. I like my privacy. But most of all, I can't 
have my freedom! That's what I love to do. I love to do 
whatever I want. In here, I can't. This place, this horrible 
place is called juvenile hall. 

-Bianca 

From The Beat: You say "I love to do whatever I want," but is that part of 
the reason that you're locked up? What is the balance between having 
our freedom and being punished for crossing the line? Many Eastern 
philosophies strive for a spiritual %en%e of balance. If your life has been 
the extremes of being totally without freedom or taking advantage of 
the freedom you can have, maybe it is time for you to find balance. 



New Slioes 



I got a shoe story. Back in Oct of 06', I was at the mall 
and I stole a pair of black chucks. Later that night, with 
two of my homeboys and three girls, we was walkin' to go 
get some drinks and we got jumped. My brand new shoes 
got messed up. Karma is a .... 

-Khi 

From The Beat: Yes, the idea of karmic repercussions is an old one. 
^N^s this the last time you stole something? Karma is a good lesson in 
staying out of the Hall. 



LonoinoForYou 



Baby, sitting now been thinking about you 

baby, everything you do 

just sitting away, watching the days go by 

Baby I been torn apart I wish you hadn't broke my heart. 
I'm missing you babe, missing you every day. 

Baby you been telling me that you always been loving me. 
I'm loving you babe, loving you every day. 

Baby you been using me, I never thought I'll be losing 
you. I'm missing you babe, missing you everyday. 

Baby I'm on my knees begging God to help me please. 
Bring my baby right back to me 'cause I'm missing you 
babe, missing you everyday. 

-Baby D 

From The Beat: This piece has a really nice, lyrical quality to it. We're 
curious though, why would you want God to bring back to you skn ex 
that you %«y has been 'using' you? 



My Carnalita 
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Q-vole, beateros. The greatest thing about me that 
nobody knows, that I care much about my carnalita... I 
care about my carnalita 'cause she is my only carnala, 
and I like to take care about her. Whoever messes around 
with her, you know Mosco will beat your ass. 

-Mosco 

From The Beat: Forget about beating their sk%% and get yours out of here 
so that you can be with her and not have to write about her. 



Cortez' 



What's good Beat! Today's topic is about shoes. Well my 
favorite pair of shoes are my "Nike Cortez". I put these 
shoes through hell but they still look good. Poor babies. 
I'll smash those all day. They look good with anything 
and everything. 

The other ones are my Godfathers. Oh man, I miss 
those. Wake up in the morning, throw on my sweats 
with my maroon Godfathers. Damn I miss my shoes and 
slippers. I'll be out soon smashin with my Cortezs or 
Godfathers all laced up ready to go. 

-Travi 

From The Beat Hopefully when you get out and get back into your old 
shoes, you make new and different choices in the life you live while 
you're wearing them. Just think about how much you'll miss your shoes 
and slippers when you're tempted to go down a path you know will 
result in you being back in the sneakers you have to wear in juvie! 



if These Walis Could Talk 



I think all these ninjas would be on that other shhh if 
they would talk to the wall 'cause that's what a jay cat 
would do. I think that ninjas would go crazy over that 
shhh, real talk. 

-Lil' Wayne 

From The Beat: Of course, we had to take the first sentence out... so 
that doesn't leave very much to comment on. Do you think only j-cats 
talk to the walls? 



Ugiy Siioe 

I hate getting locked up, because I have to wear these 
ugly ass shoes. I have to put my feet in these sweaty ass 
shoes where somebody else put their nasty feet. These 
shoes be ripped and be having holes and shhh. I hate 
being locked up, having to wear the next nasty female's 
underwear. I hate it here. I can't do what I do, when I want 
to. 

-Tini 

From The Beat: Well, that certainly sounds uncomfortable. Perhaps that 
n^%ty shoe will be enough of an inspiration to keep you out of here for 
the rest of time. 



If These Wails Couid Talk To An Use 

I already know what a wall would say to me, like get yo' 
big ass out of this place and go make a living for yourself. 
And play ball. And stop messing up. And please don't 
want to see your cute ass in here no mo'. I seen you like 
hundred times, Siaki. Get out and go make some kids. 
Go make some real money out here. And stop robbing 
people. 

But all right then. Beat I am gonna go back to my 
room so I could see what else the wall gotta say to me, 
a'ight. 

-Giant Samoa 

From The Beat: What can you say back to the walls for telling you like 
it is? Sounds like you're in that place where you know what to do, you 
just don't know if you're going to do it or not. Give the walls a break... 
get out and stay out! 
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It Itese Walls Ciull Iilk 
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I these walls could talk they would say, 

"Man, rm tired of sittin' here day after day." 

If these walls could talk, they would say, 

"I've seen so much pain, suffering and agony." 

If these walls could talk, they would say, 

"These people are crazy, I think they're mental in the 

brain." 

If these walls could talk, they would say, 

"Man, I am sick of being in this cage." 



The Greatest Thiny 
to Me is My Son Joliao 



-c 

From The Beat: How would the walls describe the behavior of those that 
are "mental in the brain?" Wouldn't the walls ask you, "Man, if you're 
sick of being in this cage, why do you give them the power to put you 
here?" 



^ 



The greatest thing to me is my son. I miss the way he 
would smile at me and always try to eat everything and 
anything. He's the greatest thing to me! I love how one 
look at him will take away all my problems. The greatest 
thing to me is my son Julian! I love how he pretends to be 
whiney to me. He's so cute and skinny, with brown eyes. 
I love baby boy. 

-Juju 

From The Beat: This poem shows a mother's true love for her son. it is 
clear that you love him very much, now how can you be there for him 
the way he is there for you? 



Deep Thoughts 

What nobody knows about this one and only bird and 
suave is that he's seeking a good future, an educated 
gangster not that many people heard of, but, I'm gonna 
be one of the few. 

Well, I'm trying to be out by Feb. 1, 2008 with no 
probation, and get my life started. I've spent most of my 
teenage life in here, and I can honestly say these walls 
are kind getting to me. I sit in my room sometimes and 
wonder is this it. 

I know ym mom didn't raise me to be in these cages. 
I remember I was sitting in max unit waiting to get 
sentenced to CYA. Wishing I would get hall time. Well, my 
wish came true. I should get my OTs by November 6. I'm 
gonna have my own little pad. 

-Bird 

From The Beat: Sometimes we get pigeon-holed and people think of us 
in a certain way because of the way we dress or whatever. Other times, 
other people do not think we have much going on in our head because 
of the way we present ourselves. For example, if someone is always 
talking about bull, than people don't take that person seriously. Which 
one are you? 



Don't Judge Me 
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If these walls could talk they'd tell you one thing. I am 
not the unstable misfit that you judge me to be, but merely 
a young man that's made some bad decisions. Doin' bad 
was not my intention but out of emotion I chose to give 
in, give in is something I regret 'cause if I had fought 
the emotion ...Give in to my worst idea or should I say 
thought if my mind wouldn't of processed that idea I'm 
sure I wouldn't of been caught! 

-Samoa 

From The Beat: This is a powerful plea to not be judged, but how do you 
take ownership of your bad decisions? And, most importantly, how do 
you keep from making bad decisions the next time? 



Thouoht I Was In Love 

For nine months, I thought I was in love 

I told her I loved her 

She said the same 

We went through a lot together 



I made my mistakes 

We both had our problems 

But we worked them out 

For a while we were happy 

Then it went down 

We were always arguing 

It made me and her frown 

We were no longer happy 

Now we were sad 

She was always crying 

And it made me feel bad 

So then I started changing 

And so did she 

But she changed in a bad way 

Not good for me 

I changed to what she wanted 

But she changed into me 

Always mad and jealous 

Oh, how much that was hurting me 

Now when not together 

She broke up with me 

And has a new boyfriend 

How sad for me 

My mom said she called crying 

Asking what happened to me 

She said, "He's locked up" 

But she probably don't care 



If These Walls Could Tell Sad Stories 

If these walls could talk they would tell very sad stories, 
I know that for sure. I knew one homeboy who would go 
to court and wait for his mom to come pick him up and 
she would never show up. He would go to court like twice 
a week and she wouldn't show up. I bet there's a lot more 
sad stories out there. 

-Jorge 

From The Beat: There does seem to be a lot of sad stories in here. Do 
you think they get absorbed by the walls and held there? Some people 
believe that places are haunted by energy and not by ghosts of dead 
people. It seems like your friends sad energy would definitely infect 
the walls. 



If she supposedly loved me 
Why did she do this to me? 

I know I love her 
But does she really love me? 

Maybe I'm not in love 

Or it's just a thought 

It hurts to say this, but... 

I thought I was in love 

-Nacho 

From The Beat: Love is a great mystery, and remains a mystery 
throughout our lives. All relationships are difficult, and require work to 
keep them together. We hope you have more luck with the next person 
you fall for. 
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That Special Jaina 
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Q-vole, Beateros? Como estan? Pues, hopefully firme by 
the tiempo you receive this beatero from this one and 
only Pantera, que no? 

Well, Tma write about some special jaina that this 
vato been thinking about for days. I mean, this jaina got 
me all excited. She got me all excited that I just want to 
tell all she is mine... 

Well, to all, keep trucha and the home girls keep them 
dangerous curves in shape. I'm out. Alrato. 

-Pantera 

From The Beat: Does this special girl excite you enough to want to stop 
doing whatever it is that gives the system the power to taice you from 



These Walls 






If these wall could talk, one thing they would mention 
would be pain and sorrow that us inmates go through 
when that door shut behind us. 

They would mention our prayers that we make at 
night, and also our face expression when they slide a 
letter from our loved one under the door. And these walls 
would be the only ones that can vision this tough-ass 
homeboy shedding tears once he receives that letter. And 
on the positive side,' you would see me and my roommate 
chopping it up or us busting down together. 

-Lil' Chris 

From The Beat: Even the toughest of the touch shed tears. It's part of 
what defines being human. Maybe, since the walls can't talk, you could 
put what they might say into your own words and share them with our 



Voices And Imaoes 

If these walls could talk, they would talk about all the 
voices and images that they seen in the past. The voiced 
and images that they heard and saw were good and bad. 
The good is all those great, long and funny conversations 
that the walls heard. And the bad is the evil images of 
those faces that they saw in these humans. 

-Roberto 

From The Beat: Maybe you could write some of the stories the walls 
would tell if they could talk. Do you really think that the faces of those 
in these rooms are evil? Where does evil come from? 



My Favorite Kicks 
And What Happened Tn Them 

What's up Beat? This be Young Goofy. Shhh, back in 
the days when I was a youngsta I bought these all black 
Cortezes with a white Nike sign with a line around them, 
those was my favorite kicks. I just barely bought them 
and put them on and smashed to the hood with them, 
and when I was out chillin' with the homies I got them all 
dirty so I when I got back home the front door was locked 
so I went to the back and I stepped in mud. Damn, I was 
heated. 

^hen I got in I cleaned them and put them out 
front to dry. And shhh, when I woke up and went out front 
to get them, guess what? They was gone. Shhh, just my 
luck - only had them for one day. 

Well times up. Got to go back to the room. To all the 
homies in here: Stay up and keeps your heads up. I'm 
out. 

-Young Goofy 

From The Beat: Yikes, this is a sad story because those kicks sounded 
really nice. It sounded like one of those nights when things just kept 
going wrong. 



A Wnnder Guy 
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I think if these walls could talk they would probably tell 
me a lot of crazy shhh about different people that been in 
all the rooms I've been in at this J. Hall. 

For instance, I know there's been times when people 
get lonely up in these rooms and tend to play with 
themselves. 

I wonder what goes on in the girls units? I wish the 
walls could talk so they can tell me what girls do in there 
rooms when they're not in activity. Probably some freaky 
shhh! Girls, if you're reading this - don't mind me I'm just 
an "I wonder" guy. 

Anyway, I think if the walls could talk they would be 
revealing a lot of secrets from different perverted people 
and stuff. It would be kinda trippy if the walls could talk 
though. I would be talking to the walls all day and asking 
them different questions about different people. I wonder 
what it feels like being in a wall.... Hmm! That would 
suck! 

I Well that's all for today Beat! Stay up. 

-Sad Boy 

From The Beat: Your mind certainly seems to stray to the more private 
part of what these walls might witness, but you have a good point 
about peopled needs when locked up. It^ always good to wonder. 
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Shnes 



My shoes are the winger, strap ons. Everybody has these 
and are in style so much that everyone has to have these, 
but on the outs I wear any kind of shoes like Cortez', 
suede or leather. I also wear K-Swiss, but that's just once 
in a while. But for now, stick to the Cortez', - stay up. 

-Spider 

From The Beat: it is interesting to see how many people talk about 



for sharing! 



IfMyWaliCnuldTalk, I'dLnselt 

To tell you the truth, if my wall was talking I would be 
hallucinating. 

Well anyways, if my wall could talk then it would tell 
me a savage story. A story that I would have to say is when 
my homeboy got stabbed. Well, we were at this party and 
all of us were getting faded and I guess this one Asian guy 
was starting funk. My homeboy swung at him and this 
foo' just did some Asian shhh and knocked my homeboy 
on the floor. Then he brang out his knife and shanked 
him in his arm. I knocked the Asian foo' in his head and 
took his knife, then me and my homeboys whooped his 
ass. 

After that he left the party and we drove my boy to the 
hospital. On our way there we got pulled over by a cop. My 
homeboy was driving in different lanes because we were 
so faded. He saw us, then scared everyone, then found 
out my boy was bleeding from the shoulder blade. He ran 
warrant checks on all of us. Then I started booking it 
before he can get my name. For some reason, he didn't 
chase me. He called for more cops, but I ran into some 
apartment complex jumped a fence and opened a car then 
I hid in it for about three hours, then the cops cut. After 
that I went home. 

Later the next day, my boy got his arm treated and my 
boys got away. That's a hallucinating story from the me 
on the wall. 

-Justin 

From The Beat: Whoah, that is a crazy story. The Beat can kind of 
function like the walls in that in absorbs your stories and publishes 
them for the world to see. 
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Juvenile Walls 
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Shoe Story 
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I haven't been here long enough to qualify as a wall yet 
(Maybe a ghost, as people seem to look through me) but 
I seen quite a lot. About six months ago there was a kid 
going to Y-A. 

It was Monday and he would be transferred the next day, 
this guy was my roommate. Since he was about to leave 
anyway he wanted to have some fun first. We had part 
time staff only so they were unappreciative of his dancing 
and messing around. He ended up on C-level. In our cell 
he plotted revenge. I was thirsty so I hit the buzzer and 
asked to get some water. 

As I walked back up stairs he made his move. He 
walked out of the room "What's up!?" "Hey! A punk put 
me on C-level, forget you!" 

"Show me your Hands! Show me your hands!" It was a 
glove, filled with water, and tied off, a JH water ballon. 
He threw it. He was of course restrained and taken away, 
but the walls remember. 

-Monk 

From The Beat: When you get out of jail, you'd better sign up for a 
creative writing class, because you told this story like a pro, and you 
must keep going with it. We'll be at your first book signing. Beats in 
hand, saying iwe kneiw you wfhen! 



Shoe Story - Oops! 



What's up Beat, this your boy Nok. I got a lil' shoe 
story. 

One time I was with my boy, 'bout to hit up some walls 
with a roller. I had some brand new Jays on. Then all the 
sudden I stepped to the wall and felt some smoosh under 
my foot. 

I looked down and my shoe was white. I stepped in 
that shhh. Well Beat, until next time. To all, stay up. 

-Nok 

From The Beat: Your loyal Beat Within editor was drinking coffee when 
reading this, and wouldn't you know, the editor started laughing so 
hard coffee ended up all over the keyboard. From your shoes to our 
computer systems! 



If These Walls Coold Talk! 

If these walls could talk to me they would say, don't get 
locked up, if these walls could talk to me they would say, 
the foods garbage an it sucks. 

If these walls could talk to me they would say you 
cant go to sleep because the box you live in gots 

you drained in too deep 

If these walls could talk to me - 

--wait what am I sayin'? 

They do talk to me, 

I forgot, it's late... they just tell me to stay asleep. 

-Oneway 

From The Beat: We're glad you didn't listen, and instead woke up to 
write a poem - if the walls can't talk, at least we've got you! 



A Good Heart 



The greatest thing about me that no one knows is that 
I have a good heart. I can forgive people. I don't hold 
things against them. I can't, it doesn't feel right. I go off 
my emotions that's a special thing. But the greatest and 
best thing is my lady. She's my better half of me. Always 
by her side. 

-Feelin' Within' 

From The Beat: You may like to always be by her side, but here you are 
without her. Whatever you did that let the system take you from her... 
was it worth it? (We didn't publish your shoe story because it didn't tell 
u% anything. We want details.) 
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When I was at church school with my boy, we ditched 
school and we didn't know anyone was following us. We 
got to this black-board fence and it was carved the other 
way at the top so it was hard to get over it. 

An old guy chased after us so we jumped the fence 
and my shoe fell off. I stepped in the mud and I was 
walking around with one shoe off and one shoe on. We 
were chillin' on someone's stoop for a while and just 
waited 'till everything was coo'. So we went to Wal-mart 
and I cleaned my foot and put on my shoe without the 
sock. Then outta nowhere hella staff heads came and 
surrounded us. 

We were kids when this happened it was fun. We were 
always getting into trouble. 

-Viet 

From The Beat: Sounds like a fond memory for you and your friends. 
Getting in trouble was a part of the norm. Why do you suppose you . 
were getting into trouble? What made you want to get into trouble? I 



If These Walls Coold Make Beats? 

What's up Beat? This is yo boy, Z-wizzle. Well, what me 
and my cellmate do in our room is make beats. So, our 
walls would tell of our songs, I'm gonna give this weeks 
readers a lesson, in my mind, of a lyricist: 

"Many fools dream of the day they get out, let loose, 
to roam free, on tha streets that turned them out. Back in 
the days we used to dream of heroes and such, but now 
these days we don't dream of very much, dreams in these 
walls is detail or supply, an extra tray of food just to feed 
our hungry life, but in the eyes of the world outside, were 
just another criminal, tryin to ruin their lives, money 
in these walls is spent on probation fundraisers. Yet 
it should be spent on us, I mean, don't they make our 
parents pay major?" 

So as of right now, I just don't understand these walls, 
but to all readers: Shoulders back, head up and stand real 
tall, now to the end this I'm gonna make it kinda sick 
and kinda quick, I'm getting out in one week! All readers, 
don't pull no more licks! 

-Z-Wizzle 

From The Beat: Thanks for sharing the lyrics. It seems like you and your 
cellmate have found something constructive to do during room time. 
Good luck with the music! 



Jordao 



One day me and my homeboy Andrew went to a party 
and passed out at that house around two in the morning. 
Then we woke up around seven o'clock and he asked me 
if I wanted to walk to shoe place to buy the new Fire Red 
Jordan's that came out. 

I said yeah, so me and him walked to the shoe place 
early in the morning to get those shoes. We got there at 
8:00 and there was a long line to get those shoes, and the 
store didn't open till 11:00. So me and him waited to buy 
those shoes. 

Finally the store opened after waiting 3 hours in the 
cold and we finally got them. But they only sold so much 
most of the people that where waiting in line didn't get 
the shoes. But that will be the last time I will wait for 
shoes. 

That how people do wait hours for Jordan's. 

-Mendez 

From The Beat: Imagine for a minute the people who make these new 
lines of shoes. All they need to do is change a color, and we all stand in 
line just for the new color. Ever wonder where that comes from, why we 
will stand in line for something that doesn't matter all that much, but 
we won't "work" so hard for other things that matter more? 



1 
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Today 



Today there was a fly in my soup, so I didn't eat it. But 
my sloppy Joe and my Tots were bomb. And I tried my 
hardest not to look at the females, but you know I had to 
slip me a peek. 

-PacoMan 

From The Beat: You tease, PacoMan, this is iiice the first few lines of a 
story - we feel iiice if you Icept going, you'd have a piece we'd all want 
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Fallen Vandals 



My favorite shoes that I ever had would be the shoes 
called Fallen Vandals. They are skating shoes. Those 
shoes took me everywhere. I got into trouble with those 
and they got me out of trouble. The shoes though are like 
a part of me. No matter how beat up those shoes are, I've 
done many things in them. When I look back at these 
shoes I will look back at all the good and bad times I had 
with them. 

-Luis 

From The Beat: We Icnoiw iwhat you mean. Sometimes a favorite pair of 
shoes feels Iiice a part of your body. You don't give them up until your 
bare feet are sticking through the soles (souls) of the shoes. 



Six Months... 



I been here six months and I still ain't out of here. I 
might go to a group home I don't know where. 

I could have been out of here four months ago but 
none of my family members want to take me out. They're 
garbage to me. So let's hope I go somewhere soon. 

-St. New 

From The Beat: That sucks - we can see why you'd be mad. But we feel 
like there's more than meets the eye here. Is your family too broke, too 
overwhelmed, has there been so much drama when you were living with 
them that it's too hard for them? 



Whir Do People Hate? 

People hate because they see something that you got 
and they want it, so they maybe come over and take it. 
Say it's a girl that you fall in love with her and say that 
your friend see your girl and she looking hella fine. 

So you walking down the street with your girl and 
your own friend come over there and try to snitch from 
you and you get real mad and started to fight your own 
friend. 

That call hating because you don't have no game, 
and that you can't get your own girl. Like one day I went 
to this store in downtown called "Players" and they had 
jeans there that I wanted. So I asked the store men how 
much they cost, and he said 64 dollars so I put the pants 
on the counter and my brother said "Ow, them pants look 
clean." 

I said "I know, thanks!" So he asked me how much 
them cost and I said "Sixty-four dollars and something," 
and he said "Forget that, I want that. 

So he went over there and got the same pants I got 
and I got mad and I wanted to put them back but I said 
"Naw they look too raw," so I got them. 

So that's what hating is, but I love haters now because 
everything I'm doing they copping, so that's makin' me a 
leader and I feel happy for that. 

-Marquise 

From The Beat: The situation with your boy is a good example - especially 
because it seems that "hatin"' is so often about material possessions. 
It's always about stealing the outside things: A shirt, a style, a fit, a 
gesture. On the level of what is going on inside, though, do you think 
hating is different or the same? Have you ever felt hated for something 
that was deep down inside you, something deeper than a fit? 



The Moral Of The Tale 
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Was crackin' Beat, well today I'm telling a shoe story. 

There was this one night April 20. I was at a party, 
just kicking it with some mamas and some kid steps on 
my shoes, so I tell him "Watch where you going!" 

So this grown ass kid says some shhh that gets me 
mad so I wanted to handle it. I barely had bought these 
shoes so I was pissed, but I just let it slide by the end 
of the day I was all mad that this guy had stepped on 
my shoes. But to top it off, I was walking home hella 
intoxicated. So I was in it so I kicked it and went on. 

The next morning I woke up and seen my shoes full of 
this black stuff I was like what the ...? It ended up being 
that gallon of milk had oil in it! When I looked back on 
that kid that had stepped in my shoes it was nothing you 
should have seen my shoes, damn! 

-Lc 

From The Beat: We called this 'The Moral of the Tale" because we feel 
like there IS a meaning behind this story, but instead of putting our 
own idea down, we thought we'd ask you! What was the moral of the 
story for you? (By the way, congratulations on letting it the moment 
fly... we all know how many funerals have been caused by someone 
flashing on someone else for a small offense) 



IcoM have heen oi4t of here four 
months ago hut none ofnuf fam- 
llif members want to take me 
out. The If 're garhage to me, j 



What The Walls See 



Well if the walls could talk they will tell us so many 
things that we don't know, probably stuff that will prove 
other people not guilty. They will tell you each fight that 
happened, from one on one to a riot!! 

They will tell you when someone gets hurt or when 
someone is getting beat up, because if the walls did not 
talk so many people will get hurt!! 

Like when someone is picking on someone or beating 
them up. The walls will also tell you when a staff is good 
to a person or not! Because I bet that a staff hasn't been 
loyal, since the jail has been built. 

-Octavio 

From The Beat: You're right - those walls know some secrets that we'd 
probably all want to find out. But it's the same on the outs too, imagine 
what the walls of your house would say, if they could. Or the police 
station, or the white house! 



My Greatest Parents 



The greatest thing about me that a lot of people know 
is that I got myself the best parents. They are with me 
through thick and thin, whether I'm doing good or bad, 
they are always there for me and my siblings. 

I want to thank my parents for always being there. 
Well, Beat I'm bout to get out from here in about 6 months. 
So I get out in March with no probation. I'm going to try 
to get a job, and hopefully I graduate before I leave here. 
I know my parents will be there when I'm out. Well Beat, 
I'm about to cut out but I'll keep writing till I'm out. 

-A Friend 

From The Beat: Your parents would be happy to see this piece (we 
hope you show it to them) and even happier when you do what you've 
graduated. 
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So Beautiful 



^' f 



Dear Beat, it's me, Chino. 

Well, I was not feeling any of those topics, so let me 
tell you about my girl. She is so beautiful, and good to 
me. Her name is Mousie. I miss her. Since I've been in 
J-Hall she's written me numerous letters. When I'm with 
her I feel so strong and loved by her. I miss being with 
her. 

When I go to sleep in my cell, sometimes I wake up 
in the middle of the night screaming her name. Then I 
noticed she is not there. 

-Chino 

From The Beat: We u%usk\\^ don't like to print love letters. We think you 
should send love letters directly to the person you're writing about, but 
yours is very sweet, so we make this exception. Next week, if you're still 
in the hall, take a shot at the topics. 



Beiug Real 

Maybe it's never come up in conversation, or maybe 
don't want to brag about it, but I am a very honest person. 
Being truthful to everyone and trying my best to let them 
know I ain't lying, I'm real. A lot of people put up a front 
when they meet some one, but me, I just keep it real and 
just be true. A lot of times it's their representative who 
you meet, not them. Time will tell how a person is. You 
can't really talk about it until you live with them. 

-Nhut 

From The Beat: " A lot of times it's their representative you meet, not 
them." That's a very sharp insight, and poetic, too. Sometimes, we really 
aren't ourselves, or at least, not our best selves. But you're saying that 
there's only one you, that who we see is who you are. That makes you 
a rare fellow. 



GSEB 




If These Walls Cnuld Talk... 

If the walls of Juvenile Hall could talk I don't believe 
there would be any happy stories. This institution catches 
people at their absolute lowest. For many people, for a 
long time, they have no clue when they are going to be 
released. They are in the state of confusion, regret, and 
most often left with no hope. This is a speed bump in 
the road, most say, and many people get out to live their 
happy story. But these walls can only see the darkness of 
the tunnel, not the light at the end. 

-Dylan 

From The Beat: Good writing Dylan. You are a keen observer. We hope 
you find your way out, soon, and that this experience turns out to be 
valuable for you. 
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Nu Beat lip Shues Fur Me 
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To tell you the truth Beat, shoes was never a problem. 
I'm a shoe fiend. Every week I would go to different stores 
and steal shoes, go in and walk out or run out with any 
shoe I wanted. I will never have beat up shoes. Sorry if 
you have shoe problems guys. 

-Great Shoe Napper 

From The Beat: We've heard about the Great Shoe Napper. is that you? 
is that why you're in the hall, writing for The Beat? isn't your freedom 
worth Sin occasional scruffy shoe? 
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White Shues 
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I once had a pair of white shoes. 

I liked them because they were nice and white, so I 
didn't like getting them dirty. But they would, because I 
would get dirt on 'em, and I wouldn't really see until they 
were hella brown. 

Then I'd take 'em off and wash them so they'd be 
all white again. Sooner or later though, they be all dirty 
again, and finally I just gave up on it and just got me a 
pair of black shoes. 

-Unknown Shoe Wearer 

From The Beat: it's true - white shoes are about vanity, not practicality. 
They may look good, but on the other hand, we bet you've got better 
things to do with your time than wash your feet all day! 



The Walls aud Their Secrets 

They would say "Look at all these people masturbating 
and being sexually active." 

They would tell us about people fighting, how they 
saw blood hit the concrete and how some people died 
from fighting and how many people they seen crying, and 
how people talked all these stories -- and different gang 
members. 

-Marmoleso 

From The Beat: This piece is short and raw, a reminder of just how 
much goes on that the rest of the world doesn't know...But see, the 
walls can't talk, the only people who can speak up are the ones locked 
within them. 
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The Greatest Thlug Abuut Me Is Respect 

The greatest thing about me I would have to say that is 
that I respect everyone of the people that talk to me. 

I talk to them I give them respect and if they respect 
me back then koo'. But if they don't then I can become 
their worst enemy. Something that I'm really proud about 
is my affiliation. 

A lot of people don't like the fact that I am who I am 
but for the one's that don't like it all I got to say is keep 
stepping. 

-Shaky 

From The Beat: is that really who you are? What makes you proud of it? 
What do you get out of it? And how did you get into it? 



Wheu Walls Talk 



When you stuck in a cell with nothing to tell 

You outta luck you can't even yell 

'Cause then you just stay there it's like living in hell 

The walls are a spell they do nothing to help 

They do nothing to help they got nothing to tell 

Well stop talking, nobody's there. 

-Sneaky 

From The Beat: We actually got kind of a shiver reading this, especially on 
that last line. So many people give up in here, and turn into "nobody"... 
but that's why this poem is good, because it shows exactly how hard 
lockdown can be, and it lets u% know that one person is definitely still 
here - loud and clear, and that's Sne9\v^. 
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Am I Destined For The Penitentiary? \ 

Man, cousin, I ain't feelin' dis bull... so I think I'm gonna 
talk 'bout what's on my mind. At night I have demons in 
my mind. Sometimes I go wit' it, but other times I get fed 
up and my rage grows and grows. When I wake up, I say 
to myself, forget another day in this box, but yet I feed off 
the stuff that taught me my ways. Every day, my old ways 
runs through my mind. Often I wonder, "Is it destined for 
me to hit the penitentiary?" I'm way too deep in the gang, 
at the point of no return. 

- Grims 

From The Beat: You don't write what is raging within you, but it may be 
righteous. Would it help you to taiic to a counselor, stn adult you trust? 
At least you're honest about how you feed off your life on the outs, 
including your gang. 



One Tiling Tliat Peopie Don't Know 
Aiioot Me 

One thing that people don't know about me is that I like 
to draw. Not a lot of people know, because I stopped when 
I was in sixth grade, just because I got bored, but when I 
would draw in class, as assignments, I remember one — 
the best Harry Potter book illustration, and I had a couple 
of my drawings hung up in classes and gym classes. 

-Reynaldo 

From The Beat: Since the sixth grade, haven't you %een illustrations that 
are so amazing, so beautiful, that you wish you'd drawn them? Don't 
they inspire you to continue drawfing? 
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Especial Thino Aiiout Me 



One thing about me that nobody knows is that I can 
rap. I got really good at it-practicing every day, seeing 
my homies recording and showing it to us, and now I am 
really good at it. Now I rap and I'll hope to get out and 
record with my homies, and get my own studio. 

-Chucky 

From The Beat: Why don't you write out a couple of your favorite raps 
for The Beat? Have you worked with Charles, the man who helps young 
men and ivomen in Marin juvy, to make CDs of their oiwn raps, backed 
by especially selected music? You should. 



When I wake Mp, I saif to 
Mifself, forget amthet 
daif iM this hoK> J^^t ifet I 
feed off the stuff that 
taught me Mif waifs, 



i'm In A Horry To Escape This Hell 

To be escapin'. I'm in a hurry 

Staff try to get in the way? 

I'll be turnin' they brains 

And they guts to McFlurrys 

I'm sick wit' this... 

Just lettin' you know how I feel 

Day to day, I've been livin' in hell 

This place I'm at, you can't post no bail 

Shhh 

When will I get released? 

Rest in peace to the trees 

I'm killin' these rhymes like a beast 

Man 

- Menace 

From The Beat: Doesn't your probation report include your counselor^ 
report about how you've behaved in juvy, with skn sknsk\^%\% of how well 
you get along with the counselors? If so, don't you think maybe you'd 
better just chill and leave them alone? Fortunately or unfortunately, the 
reality is they have the right to "get in your way." Just like on the outs, 
there are going to be people who ^nno^ you, so if juvy teaches you 
one thing of value, it may be to learn to tolerate people. Another great 
lesson: you don't like juvy and don't want to ever go back! 



life 
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Life is what I'm livin' right now 
Life is what keeps bringing me down 

Life is not fair 

But sometimes life gives you rewards 

But most of my life didn't 

Waited for something good and it didn't happen 

Until life gave me a beautiful girlfriend 

And now, with a baby. 

But, like I said 

Life is not fair 

'Cause they tryin' to separate us 

-Chepe 

From The Beat: Okay, you don't write the details of what's come down, 
but you know what you have to do and what you have to stop doing, 
to keep your freedom and your family together, right? What are you 
willing to do to keep your family together? Great luck to you and your 
young family! 
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Doe Last Time 



One last time is what I said, with weed 

And took that hit 
k One last time is what I said 

I When I decided to cut school 
■ One last time is what I said 
I When I was stealing 

I One last time is what I said 
When I left my house 

' To kick it wit' my friends 

One last time is what I asked 

My gurl for a kiss 

That was my last and ended up back in here 

Waiting to get out 

-Chepe 

From The Beat: You see through yourself pretty well. So you know that 
you don't always do what you promise yourself. Now that you're in juvy 
and have a chance to chill and think about your life, what parts of it do 
you want to keep and what do you want to dispense with? 



Wiiy Nobody Siiooid Be Reported 

Nobody should be deported because all the immigrants 
come to this country to work and get their dreams. 
Now the government take the immigrants to hell to be 
deported, because they don't like Hispanic people. But 
for me, I'm Mexican and I said we should not be deported 
because we worked too hard to get in here, and now they 
trying to take our rights. 

-Roylan 

From The Beat: You have a very good point. Why don't you write a 
story for The Beat about how your family and you arrived in the US, 
how you've worked since you've been here, and what you believe are 
the rights you've earned and deserve? You may be surprised how many 
people agree with you. And write about your dreams! 
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My Chuck Taylors 



I Never Had Enough Of Me 

Down time, inside thoughts, I found mine 

Just to be, man, I never had enough of me 

Who wouldn't? If they thought it good to just breathe 

Look, take some time for a book 

Hold on to a thought and throw down the hook 

If justice breathes 

How come I have to follow someone other than me? 

Try to direct, excuse me 

But I mean no disrespect 

My own path is what I choose 

Standing with no stress around my neck 

Days pass, fast 

There's no moments to make it worth to last 

Grown grass, big trees, clear glass, clear dreams 

Open my thought, I believe 

Focused bright 

Many nights and days 

I hope to change my ways 

Succeed 

I feed on the sun's rays 

Never falling 

Standing tall 

Freedom's calling 

Forever together 

With myself as one 

Get ready 

Here I come 

Adventure into a change 

Happy, 'cause there's always another day 

-Jlee 

From The Beat: We had no idea you loved nature so much. Being iociced 
up in juvy for so long must be driving you nuts! One of the really hard 
parts of adolescence is yearning to become your own final arbiter, but 
still feeling all the constraints of parents, school, laws, etc. As much ^% 



a degree, pretty much sk% long sk% you don't threaten anybody else. 



I remember when I used to own a whole bunch of Chucks. 
Now I only have a few. I only have my black, green, white, 
brown and the originals. Before, I used to have red 
Chucks that I used to wear with the red laces and I would 
wear them when I was flamed up. Another pair were white 
Chucks and I painted them, saying "Sneaky" on each side 
in red and black. They got taken away because I'm on 
probation and I'm not allowed to wear red. 

My shoes aren't the only thing they took. They also 
took all my red clothes, all my red rags and my Iocs. I 
got mad because they took away my shoes, so I went to 
the store sometime that week and I went to check out 
the shoes, try them on, then I stole them. I felt so good, j 
because they had token my shoes and now I had to take 
some shoes. 

Of course my probation officer had to come back and 
search my room. I got my Chucks confiscated again and 
got into a habit of stealing stuff, because I felt like my 
stuff had been stolen, because I was never getting it back. 
If my shoes were beaten up and were all old, I wouldn't 
care if they took them, because they were doing me a 
favor. But since it was shoes I cared for and paid for, I felt 
like they were stolen off my feet. 

-Chuckster 

From The Beat: Why, when you're released, doesn't juvy give you the 
clothes and everything they confiscated, back? Nevertheless, you know 
you don't have the right to steal more shoes or anything else, right? 
Stealing can become a habit, even addictive, and you can get into a 
mind set where you start to rationalize that you deserve whatever you 
take that isn't yours, instead of working at a job in order to buy it if so, 
will you give the lifestyle that brings you here, to keep your freedom? 



Streets 



\ 



The streets are very bad 

They can get you in trouble 

They say you cannot be in the streets 

You can get in the hall a long time 

So be good and don't be a lot on the streets 

You can get hurt and hurt your family 

And they can cry 

-Forgot To Sign 

From The Beat: Lovely poem. You're very wise. Were you in the streets? 
Did you somehow hurt your family? it sounds like you've learned i 
already, to stay out of the streets. I 



This is dedicated to my best friend, Andrea. I think of 
all the good times that you and I have shared and I can't 
believe how thankful I am to have you as a friend. It is 



like, but when I met you, we both talked and it seemed to 
me that we had an understanding of each other's feelings. 
In many ways, we are a lot alike. I have the utmost respect 
and love for you as a person and I will never forget all of 
the things that I have learned from you. It is because of 
you I have learned to trust again. 

The past seven months of my life has been crazy. No 
doubt, but even if it was all never worth it and meaningless, 
you made it worth it because I know that I will have a true 
homegirl for life. I thank you for being there for me. You 
never proved me wrong and most of all, you always had 
my best interest at heart. I think now that I'm locked up, 
of all the things you once told me — that the things I was 
doing was not for me. I know you hated all the bullshhh 
and the drugs that I did, but I thank God that there was a 
person who was willing to be real with me, when you knew 
I was slippin'. Only I wish now that I would of listened to 
you more, but I know that we can't change the past, we 
can only move forward. And when I get out, I am going 
to be a better friend to you. Andrea, you are my one and 
only sunshine. I love ya. Thanks for everything. I'm out. 
Tu amiga de siempre. 

-Careina 

From The Beat: Andrea sounds like skn amazing lady, and very wise, kind 
and understanding. Even though she isn't around right now, can you 
remember her advice and take it? You sound like you've been working 
with the same problems for a while, and you know what you need to 
do to, so can you do it? What, besides the drugs, is really going on with 
you? How substantive do you feel your real life is, or have the drugs 
and the incarcerations become your real life? If so, do you deeply want 
another life for yourself, or are you happy and satisfied with this life 



Is My Girl Gonna Wait For IVIe? 

I hate being here, 'cause when I'm here, I think of too 
much shhh that I don't wanna be thinkin' about. And I be 
missin' people hella and just wanna get out so I can see 
my loved ones. I feel like gettin' out, 'cause I had stuff 
planned right before I got locked up and I wish I didn't 
get locked up, 'cause I have a girl waitin' for me, but then, 
I wonder if she gonna wait long enough, 'cause I might 
o to placement for a year, and the messed up thing is 
that I got locked up two days before my birthday. I hate 
it here, but I can't do nothin' about it but sit here and do 
my time. 

-Joshy 

From The Beat: Have you really examined what intervened in your 
life just before your birthday and tempted you to do whatever, that is 
threatening to send you to placement? What is more valuable to you 
than your girlfriend, birthday, education, family, etc? If you concentrate 
on that, maybe you can control or overcome it, so it will never sabotage 
you and your plans again. 
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The Love I Have For Yoo 
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My love for you now is more truer then it ever has 

been before. 

My love for you shines brighter then the sun itself, and 

there will never be any closed door. 

My heart will always be open for you. 

For you and you only 'cause you are nothing else but 

true. 

True to me and true to my son. 

To keep my love for you true, you will always be the only 

one. 

You are more precious then a shining start. 

I know this because this is what my heart tells me what 

you are. 

My heart also tells me that you're the only girl that 

belongs in my heart. 

So let's pray and pray together that we never fall apart. 

-Curtis. 

From The Beat: The love you have for your son and your girl is strong, 
hold to that love and faith. Use it sk% a focal point to get you through 
the trials you are going through now, and when you get out change 
your ways to be with your family. 



To Mom 



I don't know why she's with me when she could be free 
she is the one who has cared for me she has given me 
chances try seven through eleven, times (multiply) them 
by fifty would get you nowhere, but only because that 
would be unfair, through kisses and hugs through all my 
dark moods, she is the one that has always been true... 

- Isaiah 

From The Beat: We'll spoken words Isaiah, and know that your mother 
will love you mo matter what you do in life. The only thing a parent 
can hope for in their children is that they do their best and hope they 
make the right choice. 



Chaoge 

How can I change? Hmmm that's the question. Change 
after the gang life, and how I grew up. So how do you 
change? Life is hard to change when there is nothing else 
to do and that is all you know. 

I think the way you change is by not hanging out 
with the same people I use to and start making better 
choices. 

- Delinquent 

From The Beat: What more could be said. You know what you have to do 
to make the change. As the saying goes, 'Talk is cheap". Don't let your 
self down, make that change! 



What I'm thaokfol For 



What I think about, and I know about God loves our 
thanks and wants us to develop an attitude of praise. 
When we do this, we can literally change our outlook on 
life. Life, family, freedom, friendship, going home, staff 
that cares, getting off drugs, peach in the unit, visits from 
family, the last day of jail, finding faith with God. Time 
to think and change, learning from my mistakes, the 
bible studies, people who care enough to make me stop 
everyone who is helping me to make better choices in 
giving praise and thanks we also experience God's peace 
and presence in ways we would never have expected it, 
changes our attitude for the better. 

- Jesus Jr. 

From The Beat: One of the main things people turn to when they get 
locked up is the Lord. It^ easy to say you've found God, and have 
changed while in lock up. It's another to stay true to your word when 
you get out. 



The Street 
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On the streets is some crazy shhh, because you don't 
know what could happen when you're on the streets. You 
should look out for your surroundings. 

The things that we did on the streets was jacked 
up. The streets are no joke, because there's some crazy 
brothas out there. Them brothas don't care about shhh. 

I've been shot at, got jumped, and jumped people. 

All the shhh caught up with me and my family, right 
now I'm in jail for that same crap. I'll be out soon and will 
do the same shhh. That's what I live for, because that's all 
I was around when I was young. 

The streets are something you don't mess up on. If 
some one comes up to you and talks crap you beat them, 
just don't get caught for it. If you go on tiie streets and 
do dirt on the streets make sure you don't do it stupid. 
If it creeps up on you make sure you have other people 
with you or around you because the other person might 
have a gun or a knife. Make sure you keep an eye out for 
your self, so don't mess up on the streets with out being 

I smart. 
-Juice 
From the Beat: Is life that bad that you won't even try to make a change 
with your life? If you do get out soon, and you go right back to doing 
what you've been doing you'll only find your self right back be hind 
bars. Don't do this to your self, start over and make a better life for i 
"You". I 



A Shootiop Star 

I saw a shooting star last night and it made me think 

of you, 

I started to wonder of all I could do, 

I've been away for a very long stay, 

I've missed you so much but there's nothing I could do 

to get back with you, 

when we were together I felt so strong and I sometimes 

wonder where I went wrong, and when I saw that star 

last night, 

shining so bright but it was unlike any other light, 

yet it was there and you were not 

I got all caught up in my train of thought, and wondered 

why 

I had to let you go I always said no, 

I always tried to do good not just for you but for me, 

my mother and my brother, 

I think about you almost every day 

I can't see any way to say good bye 

because you did it yourself at school, 

I never found out why but I felt like a fool, 

I thought you were the prettiest girl I had ever seen 

but I never thought that if we ever left one another 

that it would make me feel so unclean 

I thought about what we did together 

and not once not ever did I see what lie up ahead of me 

even now that it's gone in the past 

I always remember that it was the last of our time 

together, 
whether as boyfriend and girlfriend or as a platonic 

friendship 

where there was no lust but major sense of trust and 

with that 

I would see you again no matter what 

had once been because I'll always remember you and 

everything I've said to you will always stay true... 

- Isaiah 

From The Beat: It's never too late to start over, and not just for your 
family but for you. When you get out think of every thing you missed 
while locked up, and ask your self one simple question. "Is it worth 
it?" 
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I Always Wanted My Dad 



I used to blame my dad for being da way I am 

I used to wish dat I could change to a different body 

There are a lot of reasons why I am dis way 

See, I never had a father figure ever since I can remember 

I always was like da grown up in da relationship 

I was nine years old when I had to grow up and start 

doing everything for myself 

I was given a bandana, drugs and a few words, and sent to 

da world on my own 

I had to make something out of nothing 

Didn't really know what I was doing 

All I really knew was dat while I was out on the block. 

My dad was out gang banging, hitting the glass pipe 

All alone in da world. 

Nowhere to go. 

I used to hustle just to put money on the table. 

When dat was his job — 

Hotel hopping, house hopping and bar hopping late 

nights 
I had to ride my low-rider bicycle looking for my dad. 

Most nights it was easy. 

Sometimes I would find him on da block, unconscious 

and with a bleeding wound. 

He refused to go to hospitals. 

I grew too fast and it wasn't my decision. 

But now dat I'm older, I'm glad 

'Cause I got experience both good and bad 

Cold nights I used to cry wishing my dad was there 

I've been living on a bolo tip for the past four years 

It's hectic because I always wanted him there. 

I want a dad! I always did... 

I never had one 

Dat's why I'm so cool with my homeboys 

'Cause they really care. I'm not just another female to 

them. 

A lot of girls disrespect their dad. 

But damn, it's tough 'cause I never had da chance 

To do father and daughter things. 

So if you have a father and he's not on drugs and he 

wants to help. 

Let him or you'll regret it. 

The good news is that my dad is trying to change ... 

Now dat I'm almost eighteen. . .What a shame... 

-Giggles 

From the Beat: That hole his absence created is not for him to fill skn^ 
more because you are almost grown up. But you will be able to fill it 
when you find a way out of the life that led you here and into a family 
of your oivn making iwith a responsible man who understands that 
being a father is a life-long commitment. Your dad made bad choices 
and those choices affected you. Now it's up to you to make choices that 
don't have the same effect on you or those you love. 



Love Still LInoers 



All the hate I have for you 

Still wishing it would go away 

But the memories of all the pain 

Still linger inside me 

Eating my insides out 

Burning the depths of my soul 

I ask myself "Why do I let you take over me? 

Take over my body, my soul?" 

And now I know why 

Because the love I have for you still lingers 

Inside. 

-Mia Amor 

From The Beat: We're not big fans of love poems, but this one blew u% 
away! You captured both the effects of hate ("eating my insides out/ 
Burning the depths of my soul") and the underlying cause. That^ no 
small accomplishment. 



Do It liikt 
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Almost eighteen 

'Bout to be on my own 

No one to run to 

No family, no home 

I've made it this far 

Fending for myself 

Just trying to make it 

Selling crack and meth 

I can't do it no more 

Can't live my life this way 

Got to do it right 

Got to make it some day 

I have one more chance 

To do it right 

Can't screw it up 

Got to fight the right fight 

I hope my life works 

I can only try 

So I can be proud 

Be proud before I die 

Tomorrow ain't for sure 

I learned that from my 'hood 

But at least today 

I know I did good 

Much love and respect 

-Kayos 

From the Beat: You've got it Kayos. Can you take your writing a step 
I further and write a piece that looks at the steps you want to take and 
I the destination you want your road to take you to? 
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is It Worth It? 



Is the game worth the trouble when you pay double the 
time? Don't you ever wonder who might be on the end 
of your line? No second thoughts that you might get 
caught. Tryna get this money that most of us say is hard. 
Knowing that in life you can get far. Each one of us has 
a story to tell! Opening your legs, risking your ass for 
AIDS, poisoning others' lungs, taking money from their 
young, scamming the innocent (and you call this a hustle 
to contribute to your fun?), playing with guns, taking 
lives, and this how you survive? For one moment in time, 
open your eyes to this tragedy that you call your life. 

Do you see all the hate and rage while the feds 
laughing at you like your doing a performance on stage? 
What's your next best move going to be? Play your cards 
right 'cause nobody wants to be next on a white Tee. 
Don't you see, this is a grown up game, so if your ready to 
play, you better get hip to it fast because you won't last. 
This game will take you along and teach you how to con. 
Learn from the best because it is a test. You mess up and 
you lose everything, and you will get chewed up, spit out, 
burned alive. And when you begin to thrive is when you 
can't stop living the life. 

-Molly 

From the Beat: Beautifully written. You had the entire workshop 
engaged (and inspired) when you read this piece out loud. What are the 
alternatives to living this lifestyle? It seems that getting out of Juvenile 
Hall may be easier than leaving the lifestyle you describe. At what age 
should children be learning the lessons you're trying to teach? 
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My Time 



If I would make a time capsule for my great great 
grandkids, I would include music such as Akon and 
T-Pain. I would also include pictures from when I was 
born adding more pictures in a time spread out about 
three years apart. I would put in articles about the war, 
AIDS, STDs and athletics. I would also put in pictures 
of the cars that I own and/or wished I had. The reason I 
would put this stuff in is to express my life style. 

One thing that would be on top is my baseball career 
and how I'm going to college to play. Next to that, would 
be something about corrupt cops and how they twisted 
the story to make me look guilty. This incident has torn 
my life apart. Now, everything has changed. 

-Justin 

From the Beat: What we love about this piece, Justin, is that it is 
that we really can get a %en%e of the times by looking through your 
time capsule. The newspaper is skn excellent way to convey some of 
the important events of the day. Adding the details of your own bitter 
experience with dishonest cops would, we hope, surprise your great, 
great grandkids because, if it does, that means things have changed for 
the better. How can you get your baseball career back on track? That 
feeling that your life is torn apart is real, but temporary. Hold on. You 
have a life after Hillcrest! 
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San MittD Visitini Riom 



Youngsta days having memories of having memories 
when I was a young kid. But now at the age 17 going 
on 18, cement walls surrounded with white walls with 
a lightweight window with the sunlight shining in the 
visiting room. Four chairs an' a round table. Walking in. 
My family sittin' there waiting. I rush an' hug from across 
the room. Kisses on the cheek are given. Warm arms of 
my mom scoop me and hug me tight. Sideways glances 
from the staff. Time flies so quickly. Sharp pains in my 
stomach because it's almost time to say good-bye. Tears 
fall down my pale brown face, but the visiting room is 
where I get to be happy and see my dreams come true. 

-Rambo 

From the Beat: We love your description of a visit. It's tightly written, 
and the short phrases give us the %et\%e of anticipation. 



of love and 

limited time to share it. The details are what makes this a Piece Of the 
Week, like the sunlight that shines into the room or the sharp pains 
that you feel sk% your family gets ready to leave. You've become one of 
the strongest contributors the Beat has in ^skn Mateo — si% long sk% you 
stay away from repping your gang. 
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A Perfect Picture 



You are a liar. You lied many times. But it's crazy, I still believe you. And no, I 
don't want to see you. I hate you. I wish I can change you but I can't. I only can 
blame you. When I come face to face with myself, I ask the question, "Why am I 
this way, why do I still continue to do what I do?" 

I get sidetracked by the past! Violence, the sou ' " 
wishing it was all just a dream. You made me who I am. You're the one who 
really made me crazy, and now I'm exhausted of this Ufe you gave me. I never 
thought you would turn on me. Why do you keep judging me? You just don't 
understand all those words are crushing me. You are my father. Just know I am 
always going to be your daughter. 

-Molly 
From The Beat: The passion you bring to this highly personal piece — 
almost a scream — tells us that whatever this man has done to you, he 
has not crushed you. You are standing tall on two legs and, though you 
will always be tied, daughter to father, you have sin inner power that 
will let you be your own, independent person. 






My Time Capsule 



In my time capsule, I would put a couple of my favorite low rider 
a couple of rap CDs to show how the music style was, a picture oi mc anu my 
friends so they can relate to the styles from now to then. Also I would put in a 
couple of dollars to see if the style and odor of money would change. 

To represent myself, I would put in a picture of my mom, dad, and two Uttle 
sisters. Also, I would put in a picture of my girlfriend. Mostly, I would put in 
pictures of my daughter, Reyna. No matter what, she will represent me because 
she has me in her heart and she will always be my daughter and I will always be 
her dad. 

After all that, I would bury my time capsule in i 

-Bruce 
From the Beat: Will you be with Reyna when she gets to open that 
time capsule in twenty years? What do you have to change for that to 
happen? Whatever it is, we know that Reyna is worth making it happen! 
We like your choices for your time capsule. What particular rap CDs 
lAfOuld you include? 



Siiowlng Tiie Future My Style 

If I would make a time capsule, I would put pictures of me and the clothes, 
shoes and hairstyles that I have on. When I look at them 30 or 70 years from 
now, I would show my kids and friends how I used to look like, how my style 
used to be. 

-Ethaan 
From The Beat: From the viewpoint of 70 years in the future, do you 
think you will be laughing at the styles you love today? Will your great 
grandkids be laughing? 



Wlsiilng Tliey Were There 



First off, my parents were never really there for me. My dad was always out 
doing his own thing. In the meantime, I was living with my grandpa. He was 
always there for me. My mom lives in San Diego. She is re-married and I really 
don't get along with the step dad. 

My real dad is an addict and has been to San Quentin multiple times. I just 
wish I could have had regular parents who were always there for me and cared 
for me too. 

-Pulou 
From The Beat: We don't blame you. Your dad has skn addiction that 
we treat sk% a crime instead of a medical condition, so you had to be 
without a father. We all reach maturity along our own paths, Pulou, 
some more difficult than others. But when we are grown, we can choose 
to create our own lives apart from those our fathers and mothers chose 
for themselves — guided by their mistakes so we don't repeat them in 
the next generation. 



Some people have one 

Some people don't 

But I'm lucky to have one 

That floats my boat 

I know you're there 

But I can't see you 

But that ain't going to stop me 

From believing in you 

You are the older one of me 

The only difference is 

God took you and set you free 

I can't wait to pass on 

So I can flee free with you 

Beyond and beyond 

You are my sister 

But with a different jester 

But I know you will always be there 

Looking down on me 

Waiting till that day 

When God sets my spirit free 

I know you're disappointed in me 

But remember 

I'm sad you had to flee 

-Pulou 
From the Beat: We hope you honor your guardian angel by getting on 
with your life outside of the system. Your sister is in no hurry for you to 
join her. She has all the time in the world to watch you grow up and to 
make her proud. You already have a talent that many college students 
would pay to have, and that is a penchant for writing. You need to get 
back to school and look towards a college education. 
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Don't Worry Baby Brother 



I know I've been gone so long and hurt you so much, and every day you get a 
weird feeling in your gut. But please trust me. I'll be home soon to sit up and 
play video games and watch cartoons with you. Just know I really miss you. 
You're really smart, lil' man. Stay in school so your life will always be cool. This 
time I'll be there to stay, not just for another day. And I'm telling you Joaquin, 
everything will be okay. 

-Molly 
From The Beat: Let your love for Joaquin — and his for you — be 
motivation enough to stay free! 
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Bnfaithfol Bomies 



Homies, you shouldn't listen to your heart 

It doesn't really have a brain 

It is in vain 

How could I be mean? 

Or the homies be mean? 

But the homies fall in love jus as fast 

When they kickin' it in the 'hood 

With a 40 oz of Old English and a bottle 

With a blunt ready 

We may be cruel 

But we think and think 

About the hearts we've broken 

Match that with the empty vows and broken promises we've spoken 

Why must we be unfaithful? 

If her heart is open and true to you, to me, or anyone 

Is it because we are gangsters living that fantasy dream 

Why are we unfaithful homies? 

-Rambo 
From The Beat: The problem is, you can't be faithful both to the gang 
and to the girl. Choosing the gang over the girl has consequences (just 
sk% choosing the girl over the gang has consequences). It sounds like you 
are regretting the consequences of your priorities. 
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County 



Every other month, on a afternoon, I got court down in the county jail in 
Redwood City. Shackled up, now I'm headed up the elevator, registered at 
Superior Court. I'm put in a holding cell with people from the county jail. Now 
I'm in line-up in front of the judge, waiting 'til they call my name. Finally, my 
name is called. 

Now I'm standin' behind a glass talking out of a microphone. The DA is 
trying to put me behind bars for a while just because San Mateo PD says I'm a 
menace to society and my gang involvement is bad. They don't want me walkin' 
through my street or city streets. 

Finally, it's over, tellin' me I face penitentiary chances. I've lost hope now. 
Show no love for this G. Look into my eyes an' tell me what you see... 

From The Beat: Of course, we couldn't print the last sentence of your 
piece for reasons you understand very well. You %x^ you've lost hope, 
but hope for what? That you would be able to gang bang without 
consequences? That you would be a changed individual? What was the 
hope you lost, and what part do your own choices play in your loss? (We 
think your physical descriptions — the place, the sequence of events, 
the words — are really great.) 



Breaming a Fairy Taie 
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How do you pick yourself up when you're bound to fail? Why can't life be a 
fairytale? Each day I wake up, I'm slowly going insane with my father to blame. 
Dying on the inside every day, it's hard to pray to someone who hasn't done 
anything for me but expose my mind, my heart and my soul to this lifestyle, 
known well as the game. 

I came from nothing to doing it big and now I wish I didn't live how I live. 
Now I'm sitting here thinking how am I going to get it when my mind was built 
to block out everybody in it. I was taught not to talk when I get caught, stay on 
my toes and never trust a living soul. Have no heart 'cause this is how the game 
goes. I'm trying to change one step at a time, but how is it still possible if I'm 
blind? 

-Molly 
From the Beat: When read all together, your poems give readers a %en%e 
of what your life is like and how truly complicated it has become. 
Anyone who has your talent to convey the complexities and sorrows of 
life has some built-in advantages in making those changes you want to 
make. Even blind people can make changes in their lives — and you are 
far from blind. Tell u% about the changes you've already made, one step 
at a time, and what you hope your next steps will be. 



My Pain 



My pain I feel inside is like no other. I grew up looking into an empty mirror, 
following in the footsteps of this person I call my mother. Sometimes I hate my 
life and wish it would end. But really I long for someone I can call my friend. 
I know I always seem mad, but most of the time I'm sad. Heartbroken, often 
scared because I choose to take risks, because I don't care. I'm lost in the dark 
with nowhere to turn and still it's going to take time for me to learn. 

Some say that what hurts you the most only makes you stronger. I believe 
you get hurt deep and slowly you start turning weak. See this is what most 
people don't understand, why I am the way I am. They say that they know my 
pain. I simply laugh because I know if you were me and I were you, you'd be 
ashamed. I used to think that when I was with my dad, everything would be okay, 
until he turned his back on me one day. Living the life at such a young age, but I 
know it's my time to turn the next page before I end up in a grave. Sometimes I 
wonder why life's so hard, but you can only get so far. Through it all your scars 
are going to be there forever. Pain, shame, hurt, sorrow... guaranteed it's going 
to be the same tomorrow. 

-Molly 
From The Beat: The one thing that you cannot guarantee is that it's 
going to be the same tomorrow. No one can see what^ around the next 
corner, or even if there's going to be a next corner. In fact, if you keep 
this very tight piece with you and re-read it in ten years, we wonder if 
it might bring a smile to your face at just hoiv much tomorroiv iwill be 
different from today. 



My Capsnie 



If I was making a time capsule, I would put in pictures of my family. My time 

le would probably go to someone like my grandson. I would put in a CD 

lye West or 50 Cent, Soljah Boy, Jada, and Lil' Wayne because they are 
the hottest rappers out right now. I would put in some clothes too, like brand 
name clothing. 

-George 
From the Beat: What else could you put in to really give your grandson 
a %en%e of the times you're living in right now? When you think about 
how different things are for you than for your parents, what do you 
think your grandson will think about the styles that are so popular 



Reminiscing on my past 

Thinkin' about all the good times. 

Put myself in dangerous situations 

but at da time it was all fun 

No pain for my actions. 

Now, I have no regrets 

but there are things that I wish didn't happen. 

I am who I am 

because of the things I have been through. 

What doesn't kill you, 

makes you stronger. 



That's something I'll believe forever. 

I've been through a lot, 

probably more than you think. 

Done some things I'm not proud of. 

I've given up on myself many times, 

wanted to die once or twice, 

but I'm still here living my life, 

through struggle, strife and happiness. 

This is a piece of my story, this is me! 

-Kayos 
From The Beat: We admire you for acknowledging all that you are and 
how you became all that you are. At the same time, we're not sure that 
all experiences make you stronger. We've had some experiences that left 
u% weaker and in need of overcoming them later in life. What of life's 
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You could talk and talk 

But don't mean you can walk the walk 

You know how the old saying goes 

Just how when other people call you out to go toes 

Nowadays it all depends 

On who you chose to be your friends 

'Cause it's not just the cops 

but the homies you got to watch 

'Cause we ain't kids no more 

Just tryna get a game of hopscotch 

Slaying and robbing just makes you hot 

'Cause it ain't no fun sitting in jail 

And telling your homies how you got caught 

As I think of all my thoughts 

There's about a thousand times 

I could have fought 

-Pulou 
From the Beat: We're not sure we understand your last line, but if it 
means that you have walked away from many fights, isn't that sometimes 
the braver choice? Some of you still are kids, playing hopscotch, only 
with guns. But you are not a kid any more. Your adult mind is kicking in 
and measuring ways to live a different kind of life, without interrupting 
it with trips to jail. We can hardly wait to see where your thinking takes 
you. 
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Now I Lay Me Down To Sleep... 

Please don't leave me, now Fm hurting, 

I want out of the game. 

Now I lay me down to sleep, 

I pray to God that I change. 

If I die the way I am, 

I will burn in flames. 

Beggin' God for heaven doors. 

Tired of being so shamed. 

I know you watching everything. 

And you know what I do. 
Instead of dead in the grave yard. 

You dressed me in blues, 
I thank you God for this chance. 

And I pray before I sleep. 

I'm tired of lettin' the devil spirits 

Take control over me. 

In my eyes I was right. 

About the things I was doing. 

Evil spirits keep tellin' me. 

My whole life ruin. 

"Well" God; I made a promise. 

To my kids in the streets, 

I need "ya" help, please forgive. 

Help me back on my feet. 

Now I lay me down to sleep, 

I pray my lord my soul to keep 

And if I die before I wake, 
I pray to lord my soul to take. 



If I can tMKK hack the hands of t/me, 
I Know I wouldn't he sitting here criflng. 

The Beat Within 

The Beat Within, did it again. 

Added to the list, a friend in the pen. 

That love to write poems, to express my thoughts. 

The stress and the struggle, I always fought. 

To reach out my love addle lessons to teach, 

A positive focused mind; I practice what I preach! 



I'm Throogh 



"Everybody down! Phoenix Police! Down, down, down." I 
heard seconds before I was blinded by the explosive flash and 
deafening "Bang!" of a grenade going off in my apartment. In 
a chaotic fog of smoke, disorientation, and exhaustion after 
crashing following five days without sleep or food, I was no 
match for the hooded, suited and booted, street-crimes-task- 
force tactical team. I was through. 

I was 27 years old that day, had four felony convictions and 
had killed a seven-year prison sentence just two months prior. 
I was through. 

I had a long juvenile record and was in and out of Juvenile 
Corrections (Adobe Mt) from thirteen to eighteen years old for 
property crimes, drugs, and running away. I was through. 

In 2003, I was tried for burglary and trafficking. I was 
sentenced to 11 1/4 and 10 years. I was through. 

In 2005, 1 picked up a pen and put it to paper. I wrote about 
my life, about dope, about money and women, about my past 
and about how I was through. 

Through a friend outside, I started a blog (online journal) 



About a week ago this next writer received his first Beat Within, 
and in his own words was "feeling every moment of it." He sent u% 
four poems and each of them are equally worth reading. He writes 
about his love for God and turning back the hands of time to reconsider 
letting his freedom be a sight in the distant. And then he gives a short 
but very sweet tribute to The Beat Within and the work we're trying 
to accomplish over here. And we can't begin to express how happy we 
are to have him sk% skn addition to our network. He^ writing from the 
Washington Correctional institution in Chipley, Florida. 



Sight FroDi A Dlstaot 



If I can see what the future hold. 

In this world that's so cold. 

All I can do is imagine. 

We all feel God know! 

Could this be my destiny? 

A distant from being free 

Trapped in state blues I'm praying on my knees 

A life sentence that changed my life 

While I'm gone far away from home, with no love to 

really be showed 

My eyesight in different time zone. 

What will I give for another chance? 

I'm crying to see the streets. 

This eyesight from a distant 

Has gotten the best of me! 



Haods Of Time 



If I can turn back the hands of time, 

I know I wouldn't be sitting here crying. 

My daddy wouldn't be struggling. 

And mama wouldn't be dying. 

Drug infested, I watched to grow. 

In my ghetto this is all I know. 

The stress I take, the pain I feel. 

Out my ghetto, I'm ready to go. 

How long will this last, this robbing and killing another 

soul life is lost. 

If my hands had a price, turn back the time 

Just tell me how much it cost 

I've tried and tried, I've came too far 

I can't give up now, if there's a way, please show me how 

"Please" don't continue to allow! 



'SHf^nnnn CL^/PH' 



Writing from the Arizona State Prison Complex in Tlicson, Arizona, 
we bring you this veteran writer in his own life, but first time writer 

for The Beat Within, f " - ' ■" 

writing online if we choose to. By way of introduction he's "...a thirty- 
two year old state prisoner who spent many years in and out of juvy, 
on drugs and doing crimes. He's a believer that it's never too late to 
start over — even inside a jail or prison. With a helping hand to guide 
these kids, they can be somebody they can be proud of. If he can, they 
all can." T - - - _ - 

piece because we thought it was brilliant to u%e the words "I'm Through" 
to describe where he's been and his current situation. He realized he 
was through when the police came raiding his house, but he realized he 
was through with that life when he picked up paper and pen. We can't 
describe it ^% well ^% him, so please read on... 



describing life inside, my thoughts, my opinions, and exposing 
corruption and mistreatment within the system. It took my 
mind off of the B.S. around me and gave me a voice inside a 
void. I was through with the B.S. 

Today, I'm 32 years old, published writer. I correspond with 
people all over the world, have a home-page at: Myspace.com, 
can see a future for myself, and am not drawn backwards. I'm 
through with that. 
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Poetess 



I encountered your spirit at a sharing of thought, 

And instantly grasped the meaning of your communication. 

You spoke to my heart but not of love. 

But of lost things and hidden power. 

You awakened in me the songs of our ancestors, 

And in doing so released me from my mental shackles. 

The cadence of your voice led me like moth to flame. 

Your inflections inciting a melee of emotional and 

intellectual thought. 

I'm falling, falling deeper and deeper under your spell. 

It's not magic, it's the call of home. 

The hushed silence broken only by your verbal rhythm. 

Expanding, contracting slowly building power. 

Your blinding insights searing me to the very core. 

All the while I'm attracted to your beauty. 

But your mind, your spirit; overshadows the asthectic. 

So continue to feed me, nurture my soul. 

Lay bare my true foundation. 

For I am thankful, my poetess. 



Lost Soul 



I listen to your ideas of self, and find it lacking in 
substance. 

You've been misled, underdeveloped sense of manhood. 

Trapped in the transition between childhood and true 
responsibility 

In the state of non-motion, emotionless, empty chested and 
hardheaded. 

Your traditions lost in the sands of time. And so, you 

are ungrounded. Your example replaced by misogynistic 

fantasies of infantile egos. Lost soul. 

The glory of manhood is lost upon the limited 
understanding of the man-child. 

You are like the fool, who speaks out of turn. 
Screaming into the darkness, yet refusing to open his eyes. 



Writing from Corcoran State Prison in Corcoran, CA, we give you 
^n amazing poet who, in his letter to u% says, "I would like to thank 
you for caring about u%, and for understanding that one mistake 
committed in our youth is by no means the measure of who we are." 
We're publishing what he said along with this introduction because 
we thought he really hit the nail on the head with the statement that 
challenges u% to not formulate our whole opinion of a person by one 
mistake they made. We couldn't have put it better and if you want to 
read more brilliant ideas from this poet, please keep reading. He won't 
let you down. 



Thug 



strangled humanity. 

Hanging from the bloody cord of apathy. 

The ghosts who haunt this hollow soul. 

Lost children trapped behind unseen options and penal 

destinations. 

Still-born ideals, that never touch the fertile minds of our 

youth. 

Misguided revolutionaries. 

Who continue to pass on the mistakes of the past. 

Our sons grow into crippled men, and 

Keep our leadership in disarray; 

Unable to see themselves in the mirror of our collective 

experience. 



I Miss You [Dedioateij To Karley Hart] 

You came to me in the form of a dearly held memory, 

Like the pages of a letter written with love that had 
withered away so long ago; turned to yellow dust. 

Yet in the quiet corridors of my mind your thoughts and 

emotions remain, forever frozen in time, like a fossil 

encased in amber. 

Your voice narrates, as I travel back in time, to when 
your arms were open and lips warm. 

Away from the reality of broken promises and 
disrespected emotions. 



'U^MBS af^nxs' 



Lessons 



What is the lesson? 

The numbers that identify me in this industry are the only 

academics. Why are feelings stifled and not acknowledged? 

Cold stares. 

Cold shoulders and no cares other than their own... 

Home. 

They say is where the heart is 

But things that I miss 

Why does my heart push them away in memory? 

I've been locked in a box for crimes committed. 

Society outcasted, who did it? 

Shhh, I hear the music when beauty appears 

Like stars so far to reach. 

My speech cannot cover the distance. 

Restraints offer resistance. 

It's unhuman, what are we doing here? 

I'm no square. 

My heart's plenty big, with plenty to share. 

My fellow man knows not, instead they huddle and plot 

And now my enemies a ten fold, soul's gold. 

Why should I hurt them? 



This next very new writer (he sent his first piece) and also very new 
reader (the first issue he saw was 12.20) of The Beat is incarcerated 
at Sskn Quentin State Prison in Sskn Quentin, CA. The first piece he 
sends is a very telling account of the lessons he^ learned traveling 
down the roads he's traveled. And u%u9\\^ lessons like these are difficult 

em yourself, but we know many 
eople will be able 
to relate to what he^ written, in his letter to u% he said he tips his hat 
off to u% because of how amazing this publication is and we have to 
give most of that credit to the amazing young people we're grateful to 
connect with week in and week out. But now that he's sent u% this and 
we've published his words, it is 
read on and tip away... 



My only release is on my knees with tearful please, 
"Lord stop my pain, help me to see again, be free again. 

To be truly me again. 

Help me to cast no judgments upon my fellow man or 

woman." 

My thoughts drift to all men and women. 

Strong in my mind and spirit. 

Who push, pull and don't quit. 

Admirable the abilities we have inside to survive 

Could I make you feel good when your day is gloomy? 

You would now I'm sincere if you really knew me... 



^^^ 



nimummmummmmiMim 



wmn^m/u r » h^/ rj^^if r 



'T-U//7BX' 




I Wonder Whir 



Things just ain't the same no more. 

Man, I wonder why? 

'Cause life moves forward with the times... 

Man, I wonder why? 

'Cause life just moves forward with the times... 

Things just ain't the same no more. 

Mamas shed tears. 

Expressed through the phone and seen though the glass. 

It hurts to look back on my past. 

Suburban middle class. 

Little life struggles, but my younger 

Years I mostly grew up in a protected bubble. 

Family vacations, fun times, new bikes 

And camp sites. 

Enjoy the ride, 'cause soon I had to have game tight. 

My younger years disappeared with a crash. 

Seems like I could only get high to laugh. 

Mama's baby boy grew up and forgot his past. 

Could I have been prepared for this change of ways? 

The simple answer is nay, no. 

Mama's tears will leave you soaked. 

Smiles turned to frowns. 

Twelve years old, my life turned upside down. 

Things just ain't the same no more. 

Man, I wonder why? 

'Cause life moves forward with the times... 

Things just ain't the same no more. 

Man, I wonder why? 

'Cause life moves forward with the times... 

Things just ain't the same no more. 
Everyone bustin', folks dodgin', duckin', 

Weavin' too many people leavin'. 

Body counts rising, is it really surprisin'? 

How can we counteract our generation's fate? 

Is it possible the hate will elevate... 

Our pains, frustration and fears. 

Not knowing this drives us through 

Our crazed years. 

We react with mindless violence. 

Not caring whose behind this. 

Gang after gang rises. 

Protection, 

Who devised this? 

We all fall into the same pit. 

Destruction is face less. 

More and more are being lost. 

Is it bought at the right cost? 

Be careful not to get got, 

I got to get mines 'cause my hoods divine. 

Lets face it, too many lives wasted. 

Things just ain't the same no more, 

Man I wonder why? 

'Cause life moved forward with the times. 

Things just ain't the same no more, 

Man I wonder why? 

'Cause life moved forward with the times. 

Things just ain't the same no more. 

Wars on multiple fronts staging invasions. 

While too many of us stay evading... 

Could we have avoided the war in Iraq, 

I doubt, lets recount facts. 

The Jihad goes back for years. 



We're learning more and more about this next writer every time he 
sends u% something and our most recent con%en%u% is that he's ^n 
introspective genius. He's writing from Solano County Jail in Fairfield, 
CA, and he must be doing some serious thinking over there because 
he's sending u% some really deep thoughts. He's mostly a poet but we're 
excited to stnnounce he's sent u% his first rap/R&B song and it's called "\ 
Wonder Why." The hook in itself is enough for u% to ponder ourselves. 
'Things just ain't the same no more. Man, I wonder why? 'Cause life 
moves forward with the times... Man, I wonder why? 'Cause life just 
moves forward with the times... Things just ain't the same no more" 
And then he continues to wow u% with several of his amazing poems. 
He talks about everything from the demons that plague him to getting 
another opportunity to show the world he's not defined by a mistake he 
made. And that, if we brought ourselves to take a closer look at him, 
we'd probably enjoy what we saw. He's skn amazing poet that surprises 
u% every time we hear from him and we hope he does the same for 
you... 



Holy warriors with no fears. 

Armed to the teeth. 

Willing to die before defeat. 

Geared up by the best of us. 

The same people they're fighting led to their arising. 

Yeah, we trained them to do our dirty work. 

Take out the Russian coverts. 

Now we struggle to maintain. 

Democratic domains. 

Things just ain't the same no more. 

People fleeing because the war's in season. 

Flooding national borders to avoid 

Obscene orders. 

Christians being tcixed. 

While both governments Icix and 

Probably get they backs waxed. 

Not far from the Middle East, 

You go southwest to Darfurs unrest. 

A horrible situation to be seeing. 

But how can we stop it if their borders 

We can't be breachin'. 

Civil unrest, pray for those lives. 

This is what the genocide mind devised. 

Things just ain't the same no more. 

Aids is on the rise. 

Plaguing nations and our younger generations. 

Why can't we go back to the garden of creation. 

Damn... I wonder why... 

Things just ain't the same no more. 

Daddies leavin' they babies for another lady. 

Things just ain't the same no more. 

Sex is now explicit, promiscuous misfits. 

Things just ain't the same no more, 

Disrespectin' our queens, general attitudes mean. 

Things just ain't the same no more. 

Wars on the street and the Middle East. 

Things just ain't the same no more. 

Chemically produced drugs, no more simple buzz. 

Things just ain't the same no more. 

Fists are put down, instead we're loadin' rounds. 

Things just ain't the same no more. 

Atomic nations, talks of more invasion. 

Things just ain't the same no more. 

Our planet is welting and we're not helping. 

Things just ain't the same no more. 

Green house affect, learn some respect. 

Things just ain't the same no more. 

Man, I wonder why? 

Cuz life moves forward with the times. 

Things just aint the same no more. 

Man. I wonder why... why... why 
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Felt 



Pain and hatred course through my veins, 

I need a doctor to stop this freight train. 

Life moves so fast, it's hard to react. 

Most of the time you just sit back and deal. 

This pain, you never want to feel. 

It's scary 'specially when the situation gets hairy. 

Sleep, eat and drink to survive. 

But the pain won't subside 

It runs though my brain. 

The only question is why? 

Will it never stop, I don't know. 

Everything that glitters ain't gold. 

Too many years have I felt this way. 

This pain and this hate, will I ever abate? 

Shrug it off, be a man, time won't wait. 

I see my life flash before my eyes. 

Nowhere to rewind. 

Now I just got to deal. 

My pain can you feel? 



Was I Blind 



Was I blind? 

In life you can't rewind. 

You got to go forward and leave what's behind. 

Was I blind? 

To see my ways out. 

See the truth that could've saved my youth. 

Was I blind? 

The light was so bright. 

But everything was darkened by the cloud I walked in. 

Was I blind? 

Irrational mindset, drugs clouded my brain, 

I couldn't imagine a better mind frame. 

Was I blind? 

Every chance I got was soon quickly forgot. 

No matter how far I came I chose the street game. 

Was I blind? 

My enemies were my friends. 

Standing up for the people who I thought were my 

equals. 

Was I blind? 

I talked to her once. 

Playin' hide-n-seek with my lil' neighbor, 

I let her walk off with nothin' to say 

Was I blind? 

Moms and pops love was sincere 

In life I've barely lent them an ear. 

Was I blind? 

To my brothers and friends. 

I got to move but this isn't the end. 

Was I blind? 

To my brothers and friends. 

I got to move on but this isn't the end. 

Was I blind? 

It's hard to leave everything behind. 

Reflect on lessons learned but move with the time. 

Was I blind? 

We must let our light shine. 

Jesus can heal but the scars are too real. 

Was I blind? 

Darkness descends. 

A new day brings new light. 

Fix my sight on what's right 

Am I still blind... 




Tomorrow Is New 



Brains clouded, it's shrouded with thoughts. 

This situation seems utterly lost. 

Yet we hold on to hope. 

The pain we smile away or joke so our emotions don't 

choke 

What shred of light we see, it's given to us divinely. 

Smiles of pain so we can deal with the rain. 

These are not physical storms. 

They are mentally born. 

Your mind is the greatest enemy. 

Especially when life feels so empty. 

You don't know what to do; you want to lash out to get 

through. 

Through to you? 

When it seems no one cares for you. 

Someone does, this situation just wants to make you 

give up. 

You got to pull though even if it's not for you. 

There's always something better in life. 

It's just hard to see through the clouds to get to the 

light. 

An umbrella can't help you here. 

The pain and fear, which your mind rears. 

It's like morning revelry with no joy. 

It seems like your minds mission is destroy. 

Everyday we keep going, never knowing storms ahead. 

Which could leave you dead. 

Emotionally numb, that's how far we've come. 

The pain won't subside and I can't bring myself to cry. 

Through the storms and pains that come with the days. 

It's a blessing to be alive and know that I can survive. 

No matter how hard it rains and even if the pain leaves 

you crazed. 

We can pull through, knowing tomorrow is new. 
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Demons 



People wakin' up screaming 

Are they releasin' a demon? 

Fear takes hold, 

This life is so cold. 

Never a chance to think, 

React. React. 

Hurry to get on your feet. 

Devils in your head. 

What's the difference if you wake up dead? 

The mad man screams, demons, they lurk in our 

dreams. 

Causing evil thoughts to devise devilish plots. 

Mischievous mindsets, the schemes are all too mean. 

Blood curling. 

Life hurtling maze. 

The days we walk do we live the devils plot? 

Chemicals to control the body which is not our own. 

Can you see clear through a giant blood smear? 

Enrolled in Satan's army where the light harms me. 

Bats, gats and shanks, it's just one of the devilish 

pranks 

Controlling our lives, suicide, did you think it was wise? 

How can someone take their own life? 

With the devil in your ear it gets hard to hear. 

Help! Someone reach out and grab my hand before this 

pistol trigger SLAMS! 

It's too late for him. 

The devils got a hold. 

Rational mindsets unfold. 

The loudest cry in the world. 

Will be silenced by the tomb. 

The devil will lead to your doom. 

How can you escape when your mindset. 

Replays, replays. 

The evil that hides in these days. 

The wickedest thoughts deceive the righteous mans 

thoughts. 

He's trapped not in a zone but in his own. 

The wicked prevail, another story of hell. 

Pain, tears and fear is all too near 

But wait is anyone there to hear? 

Will someone hear this cry for help? 

Or will it fall on deaf ears like the rest of us here? 



V A . 




TalM, tears 

and fear Is all too mar 

3m t wait Is aaifOHe 

there to hear? 

Wlllsomeoffe hear 

this crtf for help? 

Or will It fall OH deaf ears like 

the rest oft4s here? 



Mirror 



As I look into the mirror, 

I catch the gaze of a young man. 

Whose lost countless days. 

His brain still stays in the haze of the mind maze. 

As I look into the mirror, 

I catch the gaze of a young man. 

Forced to grow up quick. 

Just a kid stuck up in man's hellish pit. 

As I look into the mirror, 

I catch the gaze of a young man. 

Forced to survive in this life. 

Live the street code and travel this lonely road. 

As I look into the mirror, 

I catch the gaze of a young man. 

Eyes look cold, on the face no emotion shows. 

As I look into the mirror, 

I catch the gaze of a young man 

Lost n the system, another street life victim 

As I look into the mirror, 

I catch the gaze of a young man. 

Soft brown eyes, flat bridged nose. 

Ready to share what he knows 

As I look into the mirror, 

I catch the gaze of a young man 

Ready to succeed and no longer live the lies of the street 

As I look into the mirror, 

I catch the gaze of a young man 

It's time to overcome, the old life is done. 

No longer will he live on the run. 

As I look into the mirror, 

I catch the gaze of a young man 

Determined to travel the right road. 

Learned too many things to continually let 

It go to devilish schemes. 

As I look into the mirror, 

I catch the gaze of a young man. 

With his life in his hands. 

It's time to succeed but the question is 

What life will he lead? 
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Addiction 



How can I make one see 

What being an addict has done to me 

Mentally 

Emotionally 

Physically 

Drifting in and out of reality 

Voices 

Shadows 

Flashes of light, soaring to dangerous 

Heights 

Not knowing what's real, what's imagined 

Slowly sinking into insanity 

All for false vanity 

Losing little by little who we are 

Giving ourselves to D 

Dope that is 

It takes our hope, our courage to cope 

So ask yourself 

Do you want an affliction such as addiction 

To rule your world 

Your every move 

What would that prove? 

It's up to you if you want to use 

But in the end I guarantee you'll lose 



Writing from the Robert Preseiy Detention Center in Riverside, CA, 
we bring you this incredibly talented thinker and poet. This is what 
she %wy% in her letter to us, "I recently received my first issue of your 
magazine and i was really impressed by the writings of many that are 
incarcerated young and old. i was also very honored to have both of 
my poems published in your magazine. Thank you for giving me that 
chance to get some things off my chest. It's hard to do that in jail. Some 
things that plague u% eireryday are better left unsaid so the only way 
to release what you feel is by putting it on paper. My time in here is 
getting shorter with my release day coming up on Nov. 22nd but I'm 
going to follow your advice and keep my pencil on the paper and send 
you a couple more of my pieces. Thank you again! Your magazine truly 
was an inspiration for me!" And the feeling is definitely reciprocated for 
her experience with drugs and her will to stay off of them have become 
an inspiration to the rest of us. 



The drugs are taking their toii 

Oid peopie stiii sfftokin' and tokin' 

The If don 't reaiize 

theif iooic so hrol^ien 



Inner Strugyle 



Damn! 

I can't sleep tonight 

Tossin' and turnin' 

My minds burnin' 

Feeling like it's on fire 

No chance to tire 

Images in my head 

I try to push them out 

But they get lost instead 

I feel like there's a battle in my conscience 

Struggling to fight 

For everything that's right 

Shadows sleep in my brain 

Got wrenching pain 

Who do I blame? 

It's no ones fault but mine 

So I sit here and do my time 

But those demons keep me awake 

Waiting for me to break 

That's their mistake 

Because I'm stronger now 

With my priorities straight 

I no longer struggle with so much hate 

I got the chance to change my fate 



Street Of Broi(en Dreams 

I walked down that street 

To me it seemed like everyone was on 

Tweek 

People from my past still livin' fast 

Using 

Abusing 

Choosin' to stay lost 

At what cost? 

Will you sacrifice your soul? 

I look at their eyes 

They're black as coal 

Damn! 

The drugs are taking their toll 

Old people still smokin' and tokin' 

They don't realize they look so broken 

Young kids lookin' for their fix 

Drug dealers turnin' tricks for kicks 

Stackin' their bricks 

I don't ever want to walk down that 

Street of broken dreams 

Dodgin' fiends 

It ain't for me 

I gotta get away 

So I can be forever free 
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Politicallji Incorrect 



I can assure you, that the politics and policies of any 
prison gang are authored and designed with the intent 
to mislead its prospects into believing something that is 
false and untrue. The truth is, prison gangs are usually 
governed by no more then a few greedy lifers who sit rotting 
away in a place called the S.H.U. (Security Housing Unit.) 
That's a jail within the prison itself. Their sole objective 
is to collect money that's generated through the sweat 
and blood of their soldiers. To put this in simpler terms, 
a soldier in prison is the equivocal of what a prostitute is 
to a pimp. 

The reason I say this, is because like any organized 
crime syndicate one of the primary objectives is to 
make money. Consequently, this is one of the key roles 
executed by a foot soldier, on top of his duty to constantly 
prove himself worthy of his cause by means of force and 
always bloody violence. Not to be compared or confused 
with some romanticized Mafia tale that you've seen on 
the big screen. Everyone around you is a suspect and 
subject to deceive and turn on you at any given moment. 
Everyone steps on each other in an attempt to promote 
their own position and status within their organization. 
These so called "positions of authority," are nothing 
more then a tool used to pacify an individual and give him 
the false impression that he is important and a valuable 
asset to his cause. But it's all an illusion to maintain 
order and obedience within the ranks. The truth is, every 
member outside of the oligarchy (government by a few) 
is expendable. You could lose your life and no one would 
give it a second thought. 

Once again, prison gangs are governed by a few. These 
few individuals hold the strings, give the orders and make 
the rules. As far as money and the business aspects are 
concerned, it is law that a soldier contribute to what 
they call "support for the cause." Support that amounts 
to nothing more than taxes that line their pockets and 
take care of their needs! Not yours and not the cause! 
Whether you're on the streets or in jail doing crimes or 
working legit to support your family. As a gang member, 
you are obligated to literally pay someone that you may 
never even meet! If at some point, you decide that it's 
time to step away from the game and do the right thing 
for your family and self, not only will you put yourself in 
harm's way, but you also put your family and loved ones 
in jeopardy. 

There's no such thing as a straight path when the 
crooked one you have paved has a history of so many 
shady characters, enemy and victim alike. You can't help 
but forget faces sometimes. Some of which were only 
seen for the first time, when you made them your victim. 
You never know when one of your enemies is going to 
hit a corner on you. Just because you decide to call it 
quits doesn't mean that your foe will have mercy for you. 
Makes sense right? It isn't complicated. You get what you 
give and you get what you deserve. 



Wow... We don't know what to %9y about this next writer, who's 
writing from Corcoran State Prison in Corcoran, CA. But since we 
can't leave a bianic introduction we'll try to come up with words that 
truly encompass his presence in this week's issue. Needed, right on time, 
amazing, tremendous, brilliant, wise, intelligent, are just a few words 
that come to mind. But we're sure out of all those words compassir 
the driving force behind his words. He's been through many experiences, 
some which he regrets, but what makes his writing so compelling is his 
genuine nature in expressing himself. He exposes many things about 
where he's been and not only that but is sincere enough to disclose 
^. < ^.. ^_^ -"one all he's done. He reminds u% of why we 



it will reach a young person stuck in whatever cycles they're stuck in. 
His words, whether poetry or simply missives, reach off the paper and 
grab hold of u% to the point where we never want him to let us go. He 
cries out to the young gangster who %ee% no other way to survive other 
than putting it down for a block he owns not a piece of property on. 
He informs us of the motive behind prison politics and how more often 
times than not, it's about money. We can't begin to express how much of 
a must read this is and if you think we're putting it on thick about how 
much his efforts are needed, we advise you to read on and at least take 
into consideration what he's saying. It may very well be the words you 



and again, can't put into words how brilliant he is. If you doubt u%, find 
out for yourselves... Thank you for your honest words and the courage 

it took to send them to us. " " 

more powerful writer... 



Brother To Brother 



As the day ends and lights dim I think about your 

laughter 

and everything you did between that led us to this 

chapter. 

Sheer disaster in the aftermath of losing someone great, 

such a tragedy no family should ever have to face. 

Without a glimpse of the moon, I let the darkness 

consume 

many things we spoke on, inside this very room. 

Did you pick your time or go, or was it simply fate? 

Sometimes we recognize the signs but react to them too 

late. 

In the wake of your demise I feel a sadness for your kids 

all the things you left behind and what you could have 

did. 

As we say good-bye forever, I can feel your spirit near 

and I'm overwhelmed with questions that god don't want 

to hear. 

The answers inconclusive, unwritten in reports 

to expedite procedures your killers face in court. 

Protected by the shield, which means the case is open 

shut, 

but I can clearly smell conspiracy and feel it in my gut. 

The term unjust can sum it up, but the truth won't bring 

u back. 
Instead I'll advocate for change, I know you stood for 

that. 
A chosen path to educate the youth — encourage minds 

to think 

Long before they reach the point of being on the brink 

Of self-destruction, so my function is, to hammer in the 

truth 
And free their minds from ignorance, no longer an 

excuse 

Inspired by your ideas, I have a better plan today 

And a greater sense of purpose — I finally found my way. 

So before I say good-bye I really need to thank you first 

For leading me to water where so many die of thirst. 



There's m such th/hg as a straight path whe^t the crooked one ifotf have 
paved has a historif of so maffif shadtf characters, emmif and victim alike. 
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Prelude To Self Destruction 

For as far back as I can recollect gangs and drugs have always 
had a tight grasp on my life. Drugs kept me in a state of disarray 
and amongst a crowd of peers that I allowed to influence and 
shape my lifestyle as a young man. What seemed to matter 
most to me as a young man was my reputation. Unfortunately 
in "the hood" that's only as good as the last work that you 
put in. And as a result of many reckless choices, I became the 
architect of my self-destruction. 

My name is "Sharky," in 1992 I was convicted for the murder 
of a fellow gang member and I received a 26 to life sentence. 
My criminal record reads like a history book. A judge would 
define me as the perfect example, of why 34 prisons were built 
in California. Trust me when I say that I'm anything but proud 
of my past as a criminal/gang affiliate. For those who aspire to 
be classified as part of the criminal element, I can assure you 
that you wouldn't want to walk a mile in my shoes, nor would I 
encourage you to begin such a journey. 

I embarked on my career as a criminal at the tender age of just 
"9." Smoking weed, drinking and stealing to keep my money in 
my pockets. It was also around this time that I was exposed to 
gang banging. And like most youngsters from around my way 
I was influenced by the lifestyle and characteristics that the 
older homeboys displayed. When I was around gang members 
I felt a strong sense of belonging and love that I didn't find at 
home. No stress or lectures about school responsibilities. In 
fact, I considered my time around the homeboys a retreat from 
the conflicts I had to deal with on a daily basis at home with 
my parents. 

It didn't take long for my boys and I to start our own gang, 
under the guidance of our older homeboys. Who usually led 
us by direction as opposed to "by example!" Exploiting our 
ambitions for their own selfish gain or sometimes to simply 
exercise their authority over us, with blatant disregard of the 
consequences. Needless to say, for the next "30" years that 
followed I traveled down a path that kept me in and out of 
jails and prisons. From juvenile hall to the Youth Authority 
(Y.A.) where I spent just about every year of my teenage life. 
Y.A. is a place that makes you think and act against your true 



nature and self. Fighting, rioting and doing a whole lot of 
other dumb shhh that you know will get you into trouble 
and extend your stay. Nobody wants to admit that they're a 
follower, especially someone who's blinded by false pride. But 
when you do things to impress your peers or because you fear 
that you'll fall out of their favor — that's exactly what you are, 
a follower... a slave! What makes being a follower dangerous, 
is that after a while you get conditioned to it. In other words, 
it becomes routine to take risks with your freedom and more 
often than not, even your life. It usually takes a pivotal moment 
of clarity to come to terms with who you've become. Only then 
can you find the courage to strive for correction. Unfortunately 
for most who live by the rules of the game, that moment never 
arrives, or when it does it's a little too late. 

In 1985 my stay in Y.A. ended abruptly, about a month after 
I turned "18." I got into a scuffle with someone and hurt him 
pretty bad, taken into account that about three of my homeboys 
decided to stomp him out and finish the job! So I was sent to 
prison to complete the remainder of my sentence. 

In prison I discovered quickly, that the rules of the game are 
dead serious and can erupt at any given moment, by real, 
heartless, do or die gangstas, who push up on enemies with 
weapons and attack relentlessly with zero hesitation. I'll never 
forget my first morning in Soledad State Prison. I remember... 
I woke up out of a cold sleep to the shuffling feet of what 
sounded like a thousand men. As I got up to look out of my 
cell door, a convict ran by with a knife stuck in his neck. In his 
pursuit was another convict wielding a knife in his hand. Off 
to the right another man got thrown over the third tier where 
he landed on the stairs and rolled down them. At the end of 
his stumbling another convict received him at the bottom of 
the stairs and put so many holes in him that I lost count after 
about 15. So many things were happening at one time which 
made it impossible to witness everything. It was unreal. It was 
a riot between the Southern Mexicans and the Blacks. Since 
then, I've seen many shocking things go down. I've seen the 
strongest of men fall and I've seen the toughest thug pee on 
himself. I've even seen men go from wearing a mustache to 
wearing lipstick over night. I also learned that prison is not the 
safest place for sleeping in... Prison is a nightmare. 



Versus From The Reservoir 

Ghetto scriptures not encrypted, but hard for some to read 

"Do or die" is not a myth, but a contagious thug disease 

that emerged upon the scene through another mans ambition 

now the shhh's perpetual, and carried through tradition. 

Addicted to paper chasin' capers and plots 

Where everybody wants to be the king of one block. 

Polluted by the hustlers, narcotic decay 
Where young guns assimilate and imitate our ways. 

Intrigued by the swagger, the gusto, the shine 

Want to know what it feels like, to walk a thin line. 

Between crime and chalky outlines, we're losing our youth 

To a concept of manhood that's far from the truth. 

"Get money or die" every hustler's creed 

movin' in and out of traffic, where only sharks feed 

neck deep and runnin' blindly, that's just what we do 

till it's too late to heed the signs, right in front of you. 

Ain't no paradise for gangsters and captured ghetto stars 

The will to persevere can only carry you so far 

In this murky reservoir, of unseen circumstance 

In a pond defined as small, only big fish stand a chance. 

To advance nowhere and fast, stuck behind these bars 

Caught between your instincts, and the risk of gettin' scarred. 

Physically and mentally your life is on the line 

You never know, be friend or foe, what brews inside the mind. 

Everyday 's another chapter, of killers, cops and snitches 

And any man can lose a fight and end up wearing stitches 

Or slip right into ditches, beneath an epitaph 



South of heavens gate, where eternally we clash. 
Ain't no sunshine inside my mind, narcotics keep it numb 
Yet and still, there's no escapin' from the person I've become 

Ghetto patriot, 'no fakin' it' embedded in my brain 
I'm the monkey that was "signified," I move against the grain 

On the run, behind a gun or locked away in Corcoran 

No tellin' where I'll end up next, for all the rules I've broken 

No more summer nights in Oakland, time to face the music 

Stuck inside with 25 and no choice but to do it. 

Got my body in submission, but my thoughts stay on the roam 

Reminiscing frequently, on aspirations left back home. 

All the things I left unfinished, dreams I'll never get to see 

As this year comes to an ending, that makes 16 straight for me 

Out of touch and in a time zone, that's 16 years behind 

It's like being in a coma, then waking up to find. 

You're blind and on a tight rope you have to walk alone 

With a million miles to get to, the jungle you call home. 

Sold my soul for no parole, in a cell that's dark and cold 

A lonely fate for any man, to watch himself grow old 

Without a say or hope to hold slippin' deeper by the minute 

With the world upon your shoulders and the misses hoin' in it. 

Nothing ventured, nothing gained, so many efforts spent in vain 

Positioned far away from change, while sinking deeper in the 

game. 

And only death can set me free, from the palisades of doom. 

They'll use everything to shut me in, this box they call a room. 

Too late to seek another path, my future's set in stone 

I'll spend my life in prison, and then I'll die alone. 
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In Conclusion 



To say that you're unable to evade the jaws of negativity, 
is to say that you're unable to think and act for yourself. 
Changing requires courage and determination. Anything 
short of action is a contradiction of your desire. 

A man who thinks and acts for himself faces the truths 
of what's right and what's wrong and reacts with a clear 
understanding of the consequences/rewards of his actions. 
He realizes and accepts, that sometimes in making the 
right decision, you risk the disapproval of some people, 
but he sees that as an opportunity to weed out real friends 
from fake ones. He expects respect, so he practices it in 
his encounters with all people. And last, he's not afraid or 
embarrassed to show compassion because he's secure with 
his manhood and doesn't need to be an actor to win the 
approval of anyone. 

When people tell you that you are capable of anything, it's 
true you really are. Have faith in your potential, pursue 
your dreams and desires and be conscious of the company 
that you keep. Friends encourage success, they don't set 
you up for failure. 

Last but not least, to those of you that I had the privilege 



of meeting and holding dialogue with; from the heart, I 
want you to know that I don't step to the arena expecting 
anything in return from my captors, anything! I made my 
bed 30 plus years ago and I will continue to sleep in it. I 
except responsibility for my choices and I'm not bitter about 
my debt to society. I don't volunteer my time in an attempt 
to hold myself on a higher level than my fellow convict, nor 
do I do it simply because I have nothing else to do! I step 
up to the plate, in hopes that you will be intelligent enough 
to absorb the truth and "free game" that I have shared with 
you, so that you won't find yourself in a position similar to 
mine. I do it because I despise those who attempt to mislead 
you toward the jaws of negativity and because in-spite of 
my imperfections I have always had a soft spot for kids and 
more importantly I believe that my efforts will keep some 
of you out of prison. I do it, because I'm not as heartless as 
my predecessors! I would rather see you succeed at making 
something of your life as opposed to wasting your life in 
prison with losers, myself included! And just between us, 
I don't ever want to be as cold and callused as some of the 
killers in my presence, so in all actuality you're giving back 
to me by helping me to maintain what little decency and 
self-dignity that I have left. 

Thank you and good luck. 



The Cycle 



Why do people join gangs? There are a number of reasons 
why; Protection, a need to belong to something, the 
fame or maybe you're simply just a follower. Drawing on 
my own experience, I'd have to say that a little of all the 
aforementioned played its part in my story. I also lacked 
the confidence in my own abilities and potential to succeed 
and fit into a society that I fooled myself into believing was 
against me. Aside from that, I envisioned an easier success 
as a hustler/criminal. In my mind, school and education 
was for those who didn't have the heart to cut corners to 
acquire what they needed! The truth is that, it took me 
almost 40 years and a life sentence to realize and admit 
that I had it twisted! I was the fool! It was me who didn't 
have the heart to step up to the challenge of education 
and the struggle of succeeding in my life. ANYONE can be 
a criminal, it's nothing. On the other hand, it takes hard 
work and commitment to get through school and make 
something out of yourself in this lifetime. 

I'd have to say that the pivotal moment in my life arrived 
when I began to question my concept of manhood. "What 
is it that defines a man?" First off, a man makes his own 
decisions based on what is just and right, not on what's 
popular with spectators. When you act on what's right, you 
don't need the approval of anyone, that's what your heart 
is for, to guide you in the right direction. A man acts and 
speaks without hesitation, fear or embarrassment. A man 
is genuine not only with his friends, but with strangers as 
well. It takes courage to speak the truth and renounce what 
is unjust. A man combats his own faults as opposed to 
looking for faults in others. He shares what's been shared 
with him out of un-contaminated goodness and expects 
nothing in return. He endures his hardships to strengthen 
his beliefs and principals. He's nota superfiuous entertainer 
or big mouth, but a simple man of deeds. He doesn't need a 
witness to validate his character his actions speak for him. 



And often as a result of his opposition, to the blind 
loyalties of gang affiliation and other outside infiuences, 
he's misunderstood by most. 

How do you define man/woman? And who is the architect 
of your destiny, you or do you ALLOW others to infiuence 
your direction? Honor and respect yourself enough to 
answer these questions. I promise you that if and when 
you are able to honestly answer them, that your path to the 
future will be much clearer than what it is right now. 

I've been to the front lines and I've followed orders as 
well as given them, so I know what it feels like to witness 
someone in the same predicament. As I refiect with honest 
eyes and an open heart, I'm troubled by my actions and I 
feel a sting of regret. Regret for compromising my humanity 
and individuality. For staining my fatigues in vain and for a 
degenerate cause. That not only encourages but perpetuates 
the self-destruction of its own people. Most of all I carry 
the burden of knowing that I'm responsible for the sadness 
imposed on my family and loved ones as a result of my 
unruly methods of struggle. 

I just started my 15th year, and the truth is, I may never 
go home. In spite of that, I'm excited to tell you that I'm in 
college now and striving for a degree (it isn't easy either.) 
Stay in school, that's the best piece of advice that I can 
give you. If I could go back in time and change one thing, 
just one, it would be to get an education. If nothing else, 
at least I would be equipped with intelligence. A tool that 
is an asset in whatever you choose to do in life, with your 
life. Ironically I learned that from an old crook, who's words 
still ring as clear as a bell, "the greatest freedom of all, is 
from that of ignorance." Ever since then, I've always kept 
"refinement" on my list of important priorities. Even at 40 
it's paid off. Honor amongst thieves is a misconception of 
street ethics and loyalty is a myth that no longer exists 
amongst the criminal element. 



^^^ 



nimummmummmmiMim 



wmn^m/iji r » h^/ rj^^if r 



'THBB AfnUSBM^n' 



mm^g 



Table Tops 



Yeah, love those tabletops, dominoes, spades, pinochle, and 
the ultimate table top game, chess. Yeah, sling that shhh with 
the best of them. There are some things that in society have a 
tendency to bring people of different walks together, like music, 
shows, buying stuff from a store at Christmas. Does not matter 
where you are from, these things bring us together. 

Well, tabletops do that in prison. It does not matter where you 
are from or what your background is, tabletops is tabletops and 
a player loves a player, there is nothing like sitting down and 
getting a lesson from a pro, well except giving a lesson. Yeah, and 
to be honest everyone, convict and inmate alike we love a good 
game and respect a good lesson. 

We sit at the table and match what? We do battle with what? We 
make due with what? Dominoes, cards, or dice games, we deal 
with the roll of the dice or the cards dealt, make the best out of 
what we got. We play to win. We pull as many books as we can. 
We count nickels and dimes to make that house. We play to win. 
We even play with another person as our partner and we play to 
give our partners a bigger play, count more, or make his bones 
worth something they were not at the beginning of the game. 

Ever stand by at a table where a guy butchers his hand. That 
sucks, it's like. "If I had that hand, this is what I would of done!!" 
run this like that and push this there and BAM! Break mines off 
player! 

Oh yeah, tabletop is all that and a bag of cookies. Now for the big 
time, chess! No random shake here, no fate dealing this or that, 
no sloppy shuffle. Awe no, this is big time. It does not get more 
fair than this. We both sit down with an even playing field. No 
one has the upper hand. You think moving first is an advantage? 
I was a boxer for a few years, those of you who were also know 
whoever make the first move does not always win. It is more 
often how you react to a move that gives you the advantage. 

When you come to play chess bring your "A" game, cause we're 
going to sit here and match brain power, this had nothing to do 
with being a thug, looking pretty, popularity or having the gift of 
BS, if you ain't got brain function, get off at the next junction. 

Getting involved in tabletops is a pass time. True enough. But it 
also has a lot to do with how you live your life. If you can take 
a random set of cards and with the aid of your partner bring 
money. Why do we not apply it to our lives? If ever we needed 
to bring it home, now is the time. We have gotten to the point 
where we are able to calculate in a manner of minutes what we 
have in our hands, a winner or loser, and we will make the best 
of whatever it is. Make money where there is a game of cards, 
why can't we manage our lives with the same effort and attention 
as a game of cards, why can't we wait to reserve the table. Why 
do we look forward to the challenge? I think it is because we are 
winners by nature, we are built to overcome. 

If I can sit down and master the games of chance and chess, 
where I can see what it is I have in my hand or what is coming at 
me, why can't I master life, am I not smart enough to see what 
is coming at me? I do not know about you, but at a point in my 
life I was very much able to see what was coming my way. That 
made me a adult. 

I did not figure out how to adjust to life's random dealings till 
I started to play table tops with a passion, and I did not try to 
master my life till I mastered chess. I am still here and not too 
much gets by me, I see it coming and although I cannot change 
what has been dealt to me, I'll be damned if you're going to make 
a nickel unless I am going to make a dime off your move. 

True the state has given me a sentence, I will play those cards, 
but when it is my turn to make a move, I will bring good money, 
we know good money! Bad money is when we have given what we 
did not intend to give. Like time from my life! Show me a path to 
where I score, see if I do not take the good money. 

As we know not all money is good money. 
Am I lying? You tell me! 



It's been a long time, too long if you asic u%, since this OG has 
written u% from Pleasant Valley State Prison, but he knows ^% well 
sk% we do that he'll always have a place in The Beat Within pages. He 
.._ =___^ ..__. ^_ ^ ^ ,__. - — _. prioritize some of 

the events that were happening in his life. We totally understand, but 
let's not focus on what we've missed, and instead focus on the gem 
we've been given this week. First, he writes a letter to all of u% young 

folks updatin "-=- -=— — = — --- - -■- — — ■-- 

blows us away with ^n incredible piece. l\% about tabletops (dominoes, 
spades, pinochle, and of course chess) sk% a metaphor for how we play 
the game of life. It's really great, but we've learned to expect that from 
this writer. Thanks for keeping u% posted and we are always happy to 
hear from you... 



Say Young Folks 



Greetings from Thee Mouseman, it has been a while 
since I last posted a note. Why? Well things have been 
changing as they always do, I really had to take time to 
pay close attention to my life and the direction it has 
been going in. Not to mention I had surgery, yeah under 
the knife as we say. 

Back to getting my life in order, man what a pain! Ever 
get that feeling that "If you do not pay very close attention 
to what you are doing, you are going to have a melt down, 
a crash, blow out or just a really bad time?" Yeah, well I 
had all that and decided to take a good look at what was 
happening in my life and what was likely to happen if I 
just let the wind of change take me where it will. 

Now do not get me twisted I know change is gonna 
come, but that does not mean I am not allowed to alter 
whatever is coming my way so that it does me some good. 
I had to get ready for Parole Board, (I was postponed a 
year.) and that deserved a good deal of my time. Though 
I got off a year, just imagine had I not taken the time to 
prepare. Had to handle that myself, after all no one love 
Mouseman like Mouseman, could have been worse! 

I ain't into that going along for the ride no more, all 
grown up now, I travel where I travel because I choose so, 
not because some one else said to! If I crash, well it was 
my decision, and my responsibility to make that choice. 
So I put a lot of things on hold while I had my operation 
and went to Parole Board. 

Some time you have to pay attention to you, and just 
you. Get greedy with your future. Plan it out and do not let 
the clown behind the wheels. Drive your own life. Every 
time I play my life out, I get this feeling I have avoided 
disaster. I look around, even at the people I trip with and 
I ask myself a serious question. Would I like to be him? 

Maybe that would be a hella topic for you kids, look 
around the room, and pick a person who you would like 
to be, why would you like to be them. And if there is no 
one around you that you would like to be, again, why? It 
might lead you to a place where you have to think about 
the people you associate with. 

Or here is another way of looking at it. Place yourself 
around the room, and ask yourself, where would I be if 
I had not hung around with the guy/girl in the mirror. 
What would have been the outcome if I had not decided 
to listen to a bad idea, or act on a bad thought? Keeping 
in mind a bad thought or idea is a motion that gives you 
results you do not desire, or results that are not good for 
another person, like moms having to deal with our BS. 

Table tops young folks, it is all about table tops!! 
Remember that!! Master your table tops and you will 
master life. Stay tuned for part two!! O.G. talkin' take 
notes. Am I lying? You tell me! 



^^^ 



nimummmummmmiMim 



wmn^m/u r » h^/ rj^^if r 



''SHMU/n MnnTnnMB/7¥' 




Attitude 



Always remember to keep your thoughts positive because 
it is your thoughts that become your words. And always 
remember to keep your words positive because it is your 
words that become your actions. And always remember 
to keep your actions positive because it is your actions 
that become your habits. And always remember to keep 
your habits positive because it is your habits that become 
your destiny. 



Seek And Ye Shall Find 



I was taught not to ask God, why. I was taught that true 
Christians never ask God why. It was considered a breech 
of our faith to ask God why. If you really believe God, you 
just completely accept everything that comes your way 
without asking God anything pertaining to its reason for 
happening: Its as if God gets insulted, mad or feels like 
you are questioning his authority when you ask him, 
why? 

Others feel that if you ask why, God is intimidated 
with your quest for knowledge or that you might ask him 
something that he cannot answer, or that you just don't 
ask Almighty God, why? However, the bible says, "If any 
of you lack wisdom, let him ask of God, that giveth to all 
men liberally, and up braideth not" (James 1:5). God said," 
Come to me and ask me." He said, "I'm not afraid of your 
questions. I'm not afraid of you." God is not insecure in 
his sovereignty. He's not envious of man or afraid that his 
position, power, or authority is going to be jeopardized by 
you or anybody else knowing too much. I don't care how 
many times you have to ask him. He says ask of him who 
giveth freely as he wills. 

God said, "When you are confused, your mind is 
perplexed, your heart is troubled, and you don't know 
what-in-the-world to do, come to me and ask me. Lay all 
the cards down on the table. Say, this is happening and 
that is happening. There's trouble here and there's trouble 
there. There's trouble everywhere. I've been serving you 
all I know how, and it looks like things are getting worse 
instead of better. God, why? God says he can handle it. 
Bring it to him. "I'm able, says God," to share with you 
the kind of truth that transforms." God says, "Cry out to 
me, inquire of me. Knock and the door shall be opened, 
seek and ye shall find." God says when 

you've searched for him with your whole heart (your 
entire being), then you will find him. Many times we pray 
for things, but we don't recognize or understand the 
answer to our prayers. Remember, in all things God has a 
divine process and order by which he operates everything 
on the earth. We ask for strength, and God sends us 
difficult situations to make us strong. We pray for 
wisdom, and God provides us with problems that provoke 
us to come up with solutions and develop wisdom. We 
ask for prosperity, and God gives us strength to work and 
wisdom to invent. We ask for a favor, and God gives us 
responsibility. A large percentage of our success is the 
result of our eating the bread of adversity and drinking 
the bitter waters of affiiction. The genius of success is 
to be able to see the good that hides in every situation. 
As a pessimist sees obstacles in his opportunities, so an 
optimist sees opportunities in his obstacles. 



Damn, talk about being taken for granted... For the last several 
\%%ue% we've held certain writers out of our publication to make 
room for this next writer^ writing, which usually accounts for a third 
of the whole Beat Without section. Meaning there could be others 
featured where he's featured and how are we repaid? Sentenced by him 
to a lifetime of guilt for not writing him when we said we would? Come 
on now, Mr. Montgomery... We can tell from your writing that you are 
definitely way smarter than that. We're very short staff (look at the staff 
list), more than half of those people don't edit, introduce, or publish and 
we put out a 60 plus publication every week. This is a weekly, not a 
monthly, not a periodical, not even a bi-weekly. We do this every week 
and if you spent a week in our office you'll get first hand experience ^% 
to why we don't have the time to respond to each and every letter. And in 
fact, we think it's a stretch to have published all of your work being that 
you usually send thousands upon thousands of words. And it wouldn't 
be a problem if you weren't being so self-indulged in your own stuff. For 
all the advice you give, you sure are inappreciative. We understand that 
people who are incarcerated need to know someone is thinking about 
them and that they aren't just wasting away while doing time. However, 
we let you know that by writing your introductions week in and week 
out and editing your work (to let you know at least someone wants to 
hear what you have to say). But to put u% on blast for not writing you a 
letter is low. Don't you receive Beat Withins? Isn't that more important 
■ ■ r? Or have you become so consumed with self that 
the voices of the youngsters don't matter and you would rather get a 
personal "Dear Mr. Montgomery" letter. Not to mention, it sounds like a 
lot of the stuff you write is coming straight from self-help books and the 
little song/poem "Let Me Tell You Why I Love Her" is plagiarized because 
you didn't mention India Arie not one time ^% if you wrote it yourself. 



us in the future for not publishing everything you send when you send 
it. It^ becoming too much for us to leave other writers out, especially for 
someone who doesn't seem to appreciate it anyway. He's writing from 
Florida State Prison in Raiford, Florida. 



How You Cao Help Save A Life 

Suicide crisis clinics note that there are verbal and non- 
verbal warning signs of suicide that will let you know your 
cellmate or friend is crying for help. Non-verbal warning 
signs include: 

.Giving away personal or prized possessions. 

.Sleeping too much or too little. 

.Lack of interest in personal appearance. 

.Lack of interest in friends. 

.Lack of interest in activities that once were of 
interest. 

.Boredom, restlessness, and loss of concentration. 
Many of these signs are signs of depression. Depression 
doesn't necessarily mean a person is suicidal, but 
depressed people often think of suicide. Verbal warning 
signs include such negative statements as: 

."No one cares about me." 

."Life isn't worthwhile." 

."People are better off without me." 

."Everything seems to be going wrong." 

."I don't need this any more." 
Do's and Don't for helping a Friend 

.Get involved. Be available. Show interest and 
support. 

.Ask if he/she is thinking about suicide. 

.Be direct. Talk openly and freely about suicide. 

.Be willing to listen. Allow for expression of feelings. 
Accept the feelings. 

.Be nonjudgmental. Don't debate whether suicide is right 
or wrong, or if their feelings are good or bad. 
.Don't dare him/ her to do it. 

.Don't give advice: this includes making decisions for the 
person or telling him/her to behave differently. 
.Don't ask "why?" This encourages defensiveness. 
.Act off empathy, not sympathy. 
.Don't act shocked. This creates distance. 
.Don't be sworn to secrecy. Seek support. 
.Offer hope that alternatives are available. Do not offer 
glib reassurance; it only proves you don't understand. 
.Take action! Remove the means! 
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Breakino The Chain 



There is awesome power in women. God has chosen that 
women serve as the vehicles through which entry is made 
into this world. He has shared his creativity with women. 
Women are strong and willing to nurture others. In spite 
of this, millions of women continually suffer emotional, 
physical, and spiritual strain. The enemy has attempted to 
destroy God's vehicle of creativity. You may be one of those 
who suffer. 

Perhaps you sit and wonder whether life will ever be 
normal for you. Maybe you feel like your circumstance had 
made you different from other women. You feel like you 
are alone, with no one to help you find healing, healing. 
It could be that your emotional strain comes from having 
been abused. Others have taken advantage of you and used 
you in the most horrible and depraved ways. You are left 
feeling used and dirty. How could anyone want someone 
who has been abused? Nevertheless, you are wanted. God 
wants you, and God's people want you. 

Mistakes made early in life impact the rest of our lives. 
Some become involved sexually without the commitment of 
marriage. Maybe you believed him when he told you that he 
loved you. Perhaps you really did think that yielding would 
show your true love. Or, maybe, you simply wanted to have 
a good time without thinking about the consequences. You 
too feel less than normal. God has determined your need. 
He looked down from heaven and saw your pain and guilt. 
He evaluated the situation and decided that you needed a 
redeemer. You need someone to reach down and lift you. 
He saw that you needed to recognize how important you 
are. It is impossible to know all that was in the mind of 
God when he looked down on broken humanity, but we 
know he looked past our broken hearts, wounded histories, 
and tendency to sin, and saw our need. He met that need 
through Jesus Christ. Jesus took your abuse on himself 
on the cross of Calvary. He paid for your shame. He made 
a way for you to be clean again. He took your indiscretions 
and sins upon himself and died in your place. He saw your 
desire to please others and feel good. Thus, he took all your 
sinful desires and crucified them on the cross. When you 



accept him, you become clean and holy. You are made 
pure. 

Don't think you were alone, though; everyone struggles 
with the same kinds of sins as you, whether they show it 
on the outside or not. The abused little girl with all her 
wounds was healed by the stripes of Jesus (Isa. 53:5) Sins 
of the woman who wanted to fulfill her lusts was crucified 
on the cross (Gal. 2:20). The past is paid for. The wounds 
may leave scars, but the scars are only there to remind us 
that we are human. Everyone has scars. God recognizes 
the possibility of what you can become. He has a plan. 
He sees your potential. He also knows your potential has 
been bound by your history. Your suffering made you into a 
different woman from the one he originally intended you to 
be. The circumstances of life shaped your way of thinking. 
The responses you made to those circumstances often kept 
you from living up to your potential. 

God knows that there is a Sarah, a Rahab, a woman at 
the well, a Ruth, or even a Mary in you. Hidden inside of you 
is a great woman who can do great exploits in his name. 
He wants that woman to be set free. He wants the potential 
within you to be unleashed so you can become the person 
you were created to be. There is only one way to reach that 
potential. He is calling you. He will spiritually stir your 
heart and let you know that he is moving in your life, if you 
will only respond to his call. The power to unleash you is 
in your faith. Dare to believe that he will do what he said he 
would do. Shift your confidence from your own weaknesses 
to his power. Trust in him rather than in yourself. Anyone 
who comes to Christ will find deliverance and healing. 
He will soothe your wounds. He will comfort you in your 
desperate moments. He will raise you up. 

Believe that he paid the price for your sin and guilt. 
Believe that he has washed you and made you clean. Believe 
that he will satisfy every need created by your history. Have 
faith that he will reward you when you call on him and it 
shall be done. You have nothing to lose and everything 
to gain. Jesus will straighten the crooked places in your 
heart and make you completely whole. When you allow him 
access to every area of your life, you will never be the same 
broken person again. 




By The Numhers 



Public Law 106-297 requires U.S. jails and prisons to report regularly to the 
Department of Justice on deaths in custody. The Bureau of Justice Statistics collects 
and publishes the data. Their latest analysis, "Suicide and homicide in prisons and 
jails," was published in August, 2005 and contains data from 1980 through 2003. 
Here are some highlights of that study: 

.Prisoners have a suicide rate 10 times higher than the non-prison American 
population. But that rate is much lower than it was just 20 years ago. 

.Death Row prisoners have a suicide rate six times that of other prisoners. Each 
year, nearly as many Death Row prisoners end their lives by suicide as are executed. 

.The nation's 3,300 jails have a suicide rate three times that of state or federal 
prisons. Half of all jail suicides occur during the first week of custody. 

.White inmates have a suicide rate three times that of Hispanics; six times that of 
African-American prisoners. 

.Suicide rates increase with the age of the prisoner. 

.South Dakota has the Nation's highest prisoner suicide rate; North Dakota the 
lowest. 

.More than 80 percent of all prison suicides happen in the inmate's cell. The rest 
in secure lock up. 

.Women prisoners attempt suicide more often than men but most fail. The actual 
death-by-suicide rate for men is much higher than for women. 

.Hanging by bed sheet is the most common form of prisoner suicide — an extremely 
agonizing and slow form of death. 
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